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PREFACE. 



A FEW years ago the author of the following pages 
published some of his " Musings in Solitude." En- 
couraged by their favourable reception, he appears 
again to ask a humble place in public favour. 

The Poem, on " The Doom of Sin," has been 
written with earnest hope that it may be the means, 
under God, of arousing from deadly sleep the spell- 
bound despisers of Heaven's laws. He is well aware 
that it will not bear the test of refined criticism : but 
there are those for whom little is written, who may 
be induced to read this rude attempt to strike home 
to the slumbering conscience. The Bible reader 
will soon observe, that the writer has followed the 
light of truth ; and that the ** Hell " of this Poem 
is the fixed doom of the wretched outcasts of eternity. 



VI. 



If some of the scenes described seem to border on 
the dreams of vomanee, he would ^^ser^e, th&t 
during anxious toil for souls, in the last ten years, 
he has seen sights of human woe which prove " The 
Doom (rf Sin" to be awfully true. And if in time 
the miseries of those who forget God be so frightful, 
how infinitely more terrible must their torments be 
in the long future of an endless hell. Header ! the 
author seeks to win thy soul to the sweet joys of 
eternal life. 

The " Lights and Shadows of Musing Hours," con- 
tain memorials of the dead who sleep in Jesus, and 
songs to sing when weeping sinners return. That 
God in his mercy may bless this effort for good is 
the earnest prayer of 

THE AUTHOR 



Hanham, near Bristol, 
December 17, 1857. 
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HELL, THE DOOM OF SIN: 



A POEM. 



Ql BISE, my soul ! and trim thy lamp to show 

Q^ The hopeless miseries of endless woe : 
With tears of pity trace the dreary road 
Where sinning rebels meet to fight with God ! 
Stir up thy strength to wield this anxious pen 

In earnest effort for the souls of men. 

Let mighty faith go forth with steady light, 

To lead the mourner from the shades of night. 

Blessed Jesus, come, in all thy power to save 

The woe-worn sinner from the yawning grave ! 

In pity come ! let eyes unclose to see 

The gath'ring storms of lost eternity. 

Porteus has sung of *' Death," and Blair has told 

The horrors of the " Grav« :" — dark woes unfold 
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In PoUok's ** Course," whose earnest toil displays 
The griefs which close the 8comer*s wretched days. 
But few have dared to fling the gates aside, 
Which hide from human eyes the burning tide. 
Mine be the task to touch the silent lyre, 
And tune its chords to sing the song of fire ! 
Although the subject of my joyless song 
May call forth laughter from the godless throng ; 
Although the sceptic in the chair of scorn 
May nurse old Unbelief so bleared and worn ; 
Though hell should rage, and hostile furies roar, 
111 tell the dying of their doom the more. 

'Tis wrong to sing of peace, when from afiEur 
Is heard the thunder and the tramp of war. 
When battle-fields are strew'd with millions slain, 
And millions more endure eternal pain, 
The watchman then, on Zion*s ramparts high, 
Must warn, — or else ingloriously die. 
O may the burden of my mournful page 
Awake the slumber of this lukewarm age. 
And chase the dreams of whining cant away, 
(The curse and bane of every Gospel day,) 



Which sings of peace amid the pangs and woes 
Of souls departing with triumphant foes, — 
Which sleeps in cushioned ease till all is lost, 
Then wakes to mingle with the wailing host. 
Great God ! give me Thy love for sinners still. 
To weep and warn by Calv'ry's blood-stain'd hill ; 
And point to coming storms of laden wrath, 
Already bursting on the scoffers' path : 
With tears entreat them to repent and turn, 
Where mercy bids the vilest cease to mourn : 
With heaving sorrow all their griefs deplore, 
And win them by the cross to weep no more. 
If still they trample on Eternal Love, 
And slight the voice which welcomes them above, 
Give me a trumpet with an earthquake's power. 
And let me blow it ere the fatal hour : 
Whilst they- have eyes to see and ears to hear. 
Let racking terror rouse their slumb'ring fear. 
And with a voice of thunder loudly tell 
The horrors of an everlasting hell. 

No dream or fancy in the busy mind 
Shall leave the steady pace of truth behind : 



The Word of God shall be my guiding light, 

To take the soundings of eternal night. 

Alas ! what tongue may tell, or heart can know 

The solveless secret of the sinner's woe ! 

Say not we make the gloom a deeper shade, 

And heap false terror on the deathless dead : 

Hell's dread realities are strangely true, 

Surpassing far what fiction e^er drew. 

Here baffled thought looks down the dismal steep, 

Where souls in misery for ever weep ! 

What fearful sights amid this long despair ! 

Infinite law in flaming wrath lives there ! 

Tremendous doom ! sin's long unending woes, 

No thought nor speech on earth shall e'er disclose ! 

For man's own good my utmost powers shall try 

Whilst yet he lives to lure him to the sky. 

My purpose this, my soul's unfetter'd aim, 

To show the glory of my Saviour's name : 

And if one soul arous'd returns with me. 

We give the glory, blessed God ! to Thee. 

Sin, the great author of the soul's unrest. 
First rose to being in an angel's breast. 



(A devil then !) who fought, but not aJone, 
And strove to hurl Jehovah from his throne. 
The war was brief : — defeated, foil'd, he fell 
With yelling comrades to the deepest hell, 
Prepared by justice, who her right maintains 
Amid the jar of wails, and woes, and chains ! 
To hell, — unknown in God's wide works before, — 
Where perish'd hope beholds no welcome shore ! 
From thence the Devil sought the upright pair, 
Wlien life's young innocence shone fresh and flEiir. 
How all was lost, I would not dare rehearse. 
Since that is told in Milton's matchless verse. 
Su£&ce to say, that hence the issues flow, 
Which vTreck the sinner on a sea of woe. 

The Gates of hell are where the rider stands. 
Who scatters ruin with his bony hands : 
All pale and bloody in the frightful strife. 
He slips the anchor from the hope of life, 
And drifts the soul in cheerless gloom away 
Without a chart to guide her back to day. 
Eemorseless death cares little for the fiEU*e : — 
The rich, the poor, the young, the old, are there ! 
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Sin sends out famine, pestilence, and war, 
And fierce disease brings victims from afar : 
The cringing beggar, from his lies and crust ; 
The drunkard, from his wine and beds of lust ; 
The swearer, from his corses long* and loud ; 
The harlot, from her sin ; — are in the crowd. 
The skin and bone of misers lank and lean. 
The maiden, &om her dance upon the green. 
The pampered epicure with panting breath, 
Come on reluctant to the gates of death. 
The hero glittering with stripes and stars 
Rides here, to terminate life's dreary wars. 
The wretched suicide in frenzy wild, 
The frantic mother with her ruin'd child, 
The worn backslider waking from his sleep. 
And hypocrites draw near to die and weep. 
The fools of fashion from the pride of state 
Can scarce find room to bustle through the gate. 
The foul-mouth'd slanderer in guilty dread 
Takes up his place to journey with the dead. 
Great God ! how dreadful to behold them die. 
When vengeance lifts her thunder-voice on high ! 



In crowds they come, from ey'iy land, to know 
The keen intensity of changeless woe ! 
Unnumber'd millions, waiting side by side, 
Hush down the cataract on death's dark tide. 
A long farewell to life's departing light 
Proclaims their entrance on eternal night 
Sin ! is this thy work — ^is this thy doom — 
To feed those flames, and gorge the greedy tomb ? 
Sad thought ! when time's gay pageantries are past, 
To meet in death the common damn'd at last ! 

Eternal Dabeness next infolds within 
The wailing victims of the doom of sin. 
No sun's resplendent light ! no moon to shine ! 
No stars to guide with bright refulgent line ! 
No lightsome hearth ! no welcome home to cheer 
The moaning toilers in their torments here ! 
No midnight lamp to light the wakeful eye. 
Nor lips of love to hush the weaiy sigh ! 
Deep is the gloom where endless tempests howl : 
Deeper the darkness dwelling in the soul ! 
No light of faith to soar on wings away 
From blackest night to life's unclouded day ! 
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No light of truth to show the narrow path 
Which leads the pilgrim from the floods of wrath ! 
No light of joy, no cheerful songs are sung, 
Where fiends sit mocking on the scoffer's tongue ! 
No light of hope above the wreck to rise, 
With angel-anthems to the glorious skies ! 
No light of mercy round the slighted cross 
Comes now, to rescue or repair the loss ! 
Infernal doom ! this inner death to bear, 
When souls go weeping in the weeds of care. 
Intolerable thought ! thus still to be 
Accursed with eyes, yet never more to see. 
what a hell this single woe has given — 
This endless contrast to the light of heaven ! 

Next comes the Wbath of sin-avenging God : 
The pent-up storm now empties out its load. 
Its drops once fell when watery furies ran 
To drown in boiling floods the pride of man : 
Its shadows lay on Sinai's mountain hoar, 
When Jewish rebels trembled 'midst its roar: 
Its power was felt when Core's defiance fell 
With soul and body to a burning Hell : 



9 



And when Jerusalem in ruins lay, 
Almighty wrath had waited mercy's day. 
So we may see, when watching by the bed 
Of dying sinners, what awaits the dead : 
When round and round despair has circled near, 
And waking conscience calls to coward fear : 
When terror blows her trumpet, sounding far, 
And sin uncanceU'd hurries to the war: 
When deep damnation comes in sheets of flame. 
And justice stem asserts her righteous claim : 
Onward they rush ! the trembling die is cast ! 
The lingering ray of dying hope is past ! 
The fierce disease has set the lungs on fire, 
And wrath runs down to heat the burning higher. 
how he toils ! when sweat, like molten tin, 
Starts in the struggle from his stricken skin. 
how he cries to rocks and hills in vain, 
To save from agonies of endless pain I 
how he shudders ! as he feels the grave. 
Where lost salvation comes no more to save. 
how he weeps ! his worn and husky wail 
Eolls back its echoes on the passing gale. 
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With weeping eyes and quivering lips he goes, 

* 

With one wild plunge to everlasting woes. 

Sad scenes are these, when life's short course is run, 

And pleasure's hest and dearest joys are done. 

The heart can feel, and busy tongues can say. 

What we behold when mercy flees away : 

But when the storm of patient, bursting wrath, 

Shall rain its horrors on the sinner's path ; — 

When rolling billows gather round the lost, 

And dying unbelief yields up the ghost ; — 

When heap'd up wrath by every felon's hand 

Is borne for ever in that dreary land ; — 

When cups of woe are full, and running o'er. 

And every sin demanding millions more ; — 

When long eternity of wrath to come 

Casts forth its woes around this cheerless home ; — 

When gnashing teeth shall bite the murky air. 

And lightenings smite the soul with fierce despair ; — 

tell me, if the wealth of words can tell, 

The measure of this woeful doom in Hell ! 

Alas ! frail thought shuts down her weaiy eyes ; 

She cannot grasp the death that never dies. 
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Eternal Fire next, with surgy flow, 
Comes flooding on with panoramic woe. 
Great God ! and will a scoffing sinner dare 
Look into hell, and say, " No fire there ? " 
Proud scomer \ lift those eyes that will not see, 
And let perverted reason list to me ! 
Was it a shadow, or a substance, say. 
When fire melted Sodom *s lust away? 
When doom*d Gomorrah through the burning rain 
Went down to Hell — was it a dream of pain ? 
When Israel's monarch sent his martial pride 
To bind the prophet on the mountain-side. 
Did these proud warriors perish in the sun. 
When boasting pride its rapid course had run ? 
Or was it fire from the bolt of heaven. 
When from the man of God his foes were driven ? 
Is that a sound we hear, and nothing more. 
In the hoarse thunder of Mount Etna's roar ? 
When from her hissing jaws the flames arise. 
And threaten in their wrath to melt the skies ? 
If these are fioubbs, then the battle's thine : — 
If all are beal, then own the truth is mine ! 
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Benounce cold Unbelief : with tears return, 

Where patient mercy waits for those who mourn. 

Oh what a scene ! See, frightful billows roll 

Within the body and around the soul ! 

No welcome shore across the gloom profound ! 

No cheerful watchword on the wings of sound ! 

No summer breeze to swell the shrivel'd sails ! 

No cups of water for the thirsty wails ! 

No love to wet the lip or wipe the brow ! 

No joyous pleasure by the fountain now ! 

No silent shade from Hell's accursed heat ! 

No mountain rill to cool the burning feet ! 

No golden fan to wake the slumbering air ! 

No Spring's return, nor Winter's cold comes there ! 

No garden waving with a sea of flowers ! 

No blest return of sleep's refreshing hours ! 

Eternal fire ! unfathom'd ! unconfin'd ! 

By God's decree for rebel hosts design'd ! 

O, how the lost in flaming horrors cry, 

For ever dying, yet they cannot die ! 

Yolum'd and dense, their torment's curling wreaUi 

Lifts up its monument of gloomy death. 
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No future time the tide of sorrow turns : 
Unending still, hell's quenchless fire hums. 
Terriffic doom ! unutterahle dismay ! 
For hope has vanish'd, like the light, away ; 
And holy Justice, with her sure reward, 
Maintains the honour of Jehovah's word. 

Conscience comes on, array'd in rohes of fear, 
Sin's treasur'd woes fall dripping from her spear. 
With dismal wails, and terrihle control. 
She wings fresh agonies to every soul. 
The drugs of pleasure lose their pow'r to kill, 
Which haffled for a time her subtle skill. 
Her voice, once stifled, speaks with with'ring scorn, 
And haunts the soul in keenest anguish torn. 
Her hand, once hound with gold's accursed tie, 
Now points the finger to the gilded lie. 
The slumber of a life in death's lone hour 
Has left her waking with a giant's power. 
The worm, alive, within the aching heart. 
Gomes on to do its long and destin'd part ; 
And with the vigour of a rushing host, 
Conscience now preaches to the wailing lost. 
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The slighted mercies of Eternal love ! 

A mother's prayers registered above ! 

Bibles and sermons ! melting pity's call ! 

Salvation lost, which ofifer'd peace to all ! 

Closets deserted ! life's sad story told, 

When souls were balanced in the scales with gold ! 

Warnings abhorr'd, amid the mocking mirth 

Which threw its flowers upon the road to death ! 

Sabbaths despised, the soul's anointed day, 

When hope was wither'd in her youth away ! 

The love of Jesus, and the pains he bore ! 

The feasts of sin in pleasant nights of yore ! 

The guilty frauds when cheating deeds were done 1 

The paths of crime where busy feet have run ! — 

All — all are summon'd from the dreary past. 

As mem'ry rides upon the howling blast ; 

And every word and every thought shall tell, 

When conscience lifts her voice to preach in Hell. 

what a sermon sermon-haters hear. 

When every sentence gives a fiercer fear ! 

Once, one short hour of preaching made them sleep, 

But now they listen, wide awake, and weep. 
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The hours of time, alas ! are spent and gone, 

And dreamy sleepers lift their weary moan ; 

Arous'd to all the agonies of pain, 

The wailing hosts shall never sleep again. 

Stem Justice reigns, and souls in heU must know 

The inner source of every pang and woe. 

The aching eye, oppressed with gathering gloom, 

Tells to the ear its righteous woeful doom ; 

And every ear which hears the dismal tale, 

Cries to the tongue to utter forth its wail ; 

For every tongue shall speak the truth at last. 

When the bright day of human hope is past. 

Conscience speaks true, where coward falsehood ran. 

That man's damnation is the work of man. 

The Tears of hell flow now — those briny tears, 
The soul's sad agonies for misspent years. 
Forsaken mercy speaks no mourner blest : 
This night of weeping knows no promised rest. 
Despair her dark wings flaps in gloom profound, 
And weeping terror gathers ever round. 
God ! what misery, what tears of shame. 
Where eyelids quiver in the lambent flame. 
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So we have seen the widow's anguish flow, 
When the lone heart has broken with its woe : 
Or when the father, in his frenzy wild, 
Shed burning tears beside his dying child : 
Or when the orphan, broken-hearted, gave 
Affection's offering to a mother's grave : 
Or when the miser, worn, and weak, and old, 
Wept woeful tears when robb'd of all his gold : 
Or when starvation with devouring groans 
Spent hungry tears upon the fleshless bones : 
Or when revenge befoul'd the bumish'd steel 
With poison'd woes, from hearts that could not feel 
Or when wild madness, weeping in its pains. 
Drank its own blood, and tore the clanking chains : 
Or when the sinner, gasping for a breath, 
Went down through tears to Hell's accursed death : 
The aching heart grows sick with sights thus seen, 
Where the dark foot-prints of our curse has been. 
But what are these, compared with hopeless grief. 
Where weeping eyes behold no sweet relief? 
O sinner ! turn thy vision here, and see 
The dreadful misery awaiting thee ! 
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Forsaken now, in anguish left forlorn, 
Wrinkled the face, and miserably worn, 
The cheeks with woe all furrow'd to the bone ; 
And love's fond mischief from the glance is gone. 
The lips once soft with kisses, parch'd and diy. 
The withered bosom heaved with sorrow high ; 
The gnashing teeth, the darkest, deepest pang, 
That hell has treasured in her deathless fang. 
The noise of laughter sleeps in silence now. 
Frail beauty decks no more the youthful brow ; 
The frightful sorrows of eternal care 
Weeps forth sad agonies in torrents there : 
See from red eyes, and down those cheeks run fast 
The tears which with the age of sin shall last : 
Bemorse, for pleasures in the mom of life ; 
Bemorse, for doings in the deeds of strife ; 
Remorse, for mercy gone for CTermore ; 
Remorse, for crimes that broken hearts deplore; 
Remorse, for wasted hours and scatter*d years ; 
Remorse, for pride tormented in its tesers ; 
Remorse, for mirth, and every idle word ; 
Remorse, for life*s mad battle with the Lord. 
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Alas ! what heart ea» fe^» or toBgoe disclose. 
This long sad catnlogod of weeping woes ? 
Bemorse cries to despair, despair to fear. 
And fear brings terror in her wild career: 
Onwards tiiey rash, as mountain billows rise. 
To meet ike waters gushing from the eyes. 
Farewell to sleep, its dear refreshing rest 
Is gone for ever from the weary breast : 
Farewell to feasts, pale hanger lank and lean 
Gnaws now, where weltfed appetite has been : 
Farewell to wine, the drankard's tfainst remains, 
No foaming cup dest^ys his baming pains : 
Farewell to downy beds, and fond desire, 
For now the sheets are flame, the pillows fire : 
Farewell to earth, th' lovely flowers she gave 
Are blooming still around the sinner's grave : — 
Alas for him, the vales where once he trod. 
Are left to flowers, to solitude, and God. 
Farewell to all the blessedness of heav'n. 
The souVs frail anchor from its hold is riv*n ; 
And now she drifts upon a shoreless sea, 
For ever lost to long eternity. 
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how she weeps when memory looks away, 
To the spent glories of a gospel day 1 
Could she forget, her tears might then run dry, 
And halmy slumber close her wakeful eye. 
Ah no ! she oannot) memory never sleeps, 
Remembrance bows her weary head and weeps. 
Tremendous woe where smitten spirits groan, 
Dark memory lives, as endless years roll on : 
Take all the pain, and ev'ry drop of woe, 
And ev*ry pang that human hearts can know ; 
Take sighs, and griefs, and ev*ry tear that fell. 
On sin*s broad high-way leading down to hell ; 
Gather them all, from Abel's dying breath. 
To sin's last triumph in the jaws of death ; 
Heap them in mountains, many as the sand. 
Laughing at numbers on the ocean strand ; 
Put them in scales, as tears of pity fall. 
One hour of woes in hell outweighs them all. 

The sad Companionship of dreary doom. 
Next tells its horrors in this living tomb. 
No keener pang can pierce the aching heart, 
Than meeting those from whom they must not part 
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Dmnkardfl corse drunkards for the woes of earth ; 
Children corse mothers for their wretched birth ; 
liars corse liars, for the toils of sin. 
As homing billows drift life's comrades in : 
Swearers corse swearers, in the storms of wrath; 
And slanderers meet, from every secret path. 
The tiil'd doelists who fired and fell. 
Renew their combat 'midst the flames of Hell : 
The cot-throat villian meets with corsing foes, 
And dark deeds mingle with eternal woes. 
Terrific meeting this i on that wild sea. 
Where sorrow grows with crowding company. 
Let 08 survey the wailing woes of each. 
And let the damn'd their bosom sermons preach : 
If thought gives melodies that angels know. 
Let thooght give otterance to dreary woe. 
Devils come first, malignant foes of God, 
Whose feet the battle-fields of sin have trod : 
Chained op at last no more for ill to roam. 
Their frightful bowlings mingle with the storm : 
Thunder meets thunder, as they yell and hiss. 
And light'nings ride upon a song like this : — 
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THE SONG OF DEVILS. 

''Lostl lost! lost! and for oyer we shall be. 
Lost! lost! in Hell eternally! 
We have been for sonls to yon beantifbl eartih, 
ABd 1M.W they are irith iw in bainmg deaUi. 
Away, away, firom the li^t of the cross. 
We boie them to bum in Hell with the 
dross. 

Blow up the fire, bom! bum ! 

Eyeiy ciy for mercy spurn ! 



" We went in the midst of a moiher*s prayers^ 

And bound the children up with the tares ; 

We took the proud despot firom might and firom 

throne. 
And now we can hark to his terrible groan ; 
We threw round the hero our secret spell. 
And cast him down firom his pride to HeU;. 

Blow xxp the fire, bum! hwcn I 

jByeiy cry for mercy ^um ! 
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" We gave the young drunkard spirits and ale, 
And now we can welcome his dismal wail ; 
On the billows of woe we drift him away, 
Deeper and deeper from the glories of day : 
We bribed the rich fool with a golden purse, 
And now his worn breath is an endless eurse. 

Blow up the fire, burn 1 bum ! 

Every QTj for mercy spurn I 

'^ We mix'd for the preacher sweet cups of pride, 
And now he bums deep in the brimstone tide ; 
We caught the fond lovers asleep in their sin, 
And here in red flames we have folded them in; 
We tore from the sluggard the bands of his sleep. 
And woke him up in perdition to weep, 

Blow up the fire, bum ! bum ) 

Every cry for mercy spum ! 

" The selfrighteoua moralist seated high. 
We took from his dreams to weep and die ; 
The cant of hia life ivom the spirit is riven. 
As he looks from hell to the splendour of heaven : 
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He judged the saints as they ^nrestl'd in tears, 
We now judge him through eternal years. 

Blow up the fire, bum ! bum ! 

Every cry for mercy (s^nm ! 

" We fi)Uow*d the ship on the moaaing sea. 
When the mariners' hearts were bold and ft«e ; 
We fiU'd them with drinkmg, with fitolic, and fun, 
Till they fired the ship with the flash of a gun. 
She blew to shivers, and souls as they fell. 
Sank throng the wreck to the bomings ai Hell. 

Blow up the fire, bum ! bum ! 

Every cry for mercy spurn ! 

'* The priest from his lies and ooDfesskm we bore 
Away where dmnden etemaJly roar; 
Wewriteuphis deeds <» the waves as they rise. 
His wilful perversions, his &stings and lies ; 
And now we confess him wilh burning fire. 
And heap on his victims to heat it hi^ber. 

Blow up the fire, bum ! bum! 

Eivery cry tx meroy spum ! 
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''Come on, come on, for the dark storms of 

wrath 
Are gathering round our woe-stricken path ; 
Let us chase for ever where wild billows roll. 
Through fire and torment tihe coward soul ; 
With howlings laugh, as they weep and cry. 
And gasp at the death which neyer can die. 

Blow up the fire, bum ! bum ! 

Eyexy cry for mercy spurn ! 

*' Loose the fierce furies, and run to the fight. 
Strike down the danm*d in the power of our 

might! 
Heap on the dark burnings, in horrors to tell 
The herds of the lost, that we hate them in hell I 
And we shall sing, in their scatter*d array. 
Terrible woes as we chase them away. 

Blow up the fire, bum! bum ! 

Every cry for mercy spum ! " 



Tremendous dose to sin's accursed boast ; 
Jehoyah triumphs ! devils fouf^t, and lost. 
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The whirlwinds of eternal tempests roar, 
Where vanquish'd demons ev'iy deed deplore : 
The number of the lost increase the doom, 
As gloomy horrors haont their woefol gloom ; 
The wretched souls they lur*d to sm and death, 
Meet them in hell 'midst storms of endless wrath ! 
Unnumbered millions rushing from b&x 
Renew the batde in this endless war ; 
Defeated de^s tremble in their chains. 
And hell grows frantic in its burning pains. 
Embitter*d thought ! that mortal man should be 
For ever joined to this Ibul company. 
Hark ! hark ! a doleful lamentation near 
Falls like a knell upon the listening ear. — 



THE BACKSLn>EB*S LAHEMT. 

' ' And is this Hell ? and am T here at last ? 

Or do I dream of some tremendous woe ? 

Alas ! too true, lifb*s lingering hope is past, 

m 

Lost merqr, for my soul, has ceased to flow. 



*' woe 13 me, the doom I dreaded most 

Has fiU'd my cap of smffmh to the brim ; 
The love of Jesoa tells me what is lost, 
Dark gnefe oome bat when memorjr tloj^ of Him. 

** I wept by OalTary caattition's tears, 

When Holy Groodneas gave my oooscienoe peace ; 

In Zion*s home for many happy years, 
My soul exulted in her sweet release. 

" Now all is lost I I wandered fix>m the fold, 
And madly thought it easy to return ; 

Bright hope is dead, and life*s worn story told ; 
The foord backslider lifts his voice to mourn. 

" Mine is no common hell, the fiercest flame 
Within its OTcrlasting cuise is here ; 

The yelling fiends abhors my blighted name. 
And taunt me ever with a withering sneer. 



" The fire burns ! the waves come surging on. 
But there are keener agonies for me ; 



87 

The soul's remorse for gospel glories gone, 
Oompletes my torment in this raging sea. 

*' Departed friends look down upon me now, 
And shed a tear for him you lov*d below ; 

Behold my agonies and throbbing brow, 
And pity me in this eternal woe 1 

*' The common damn'd are almost sad to view 
The lost backslider toiling in his pain. 

Will no old friend speak out one kind adieu ? 
Must no lov'd words be ever heard again ? 

'' Ah no ! the die is cast t for sainted love 
Is gone with Jesus to its own sweet home : 

The doom is fised, whilst they are housed above, 
My soul is wailing in the wrath to come/' 



dreadful doom! no star of hope to save, 
Where pride lies rotting in its putrid grave. 
Beneath the curse of Moses' slighted law, 
Despisers perish'd who its justice saw; 
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Bat gospel terrors sorer woes provide, 
For scomers smitten in the chair of pride ; 
Eternal wrath, prepares her vengefol rod. 
For those who trample on the blood of God ! 
Backsliders' woe strikes out the deepest kneS^ 
That wakes up torment in the depths of helL 
Bat stay ! a wretched hypocrite appears, 
And wails oat misery in floods of tears. — 



THE WAIL OF THE HTFOCKITE. 

^ It is lost ! it is lost ! the toil of the past 
Is torn from my sool in the rage of the blast; 
My sepolchre whiteness is blasted in woe, — 
The hypocrite's doom is the vilest below. 



''It is gone! it is gone! the hope of my hfe. 
And conscience has wak'd ap her legions for 

strife; 
In terrible fory for ever to tell, 
That mine is the fiercest of torments in hell. 
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Thej u» fled! dMj m fled! sf 

gone. 
Through Gal^uy's Uood to dw i^teriBg 

We parted on earth, and ire meet not agon. 
The daxk golf oondenms me to fiie and pain. 



"Farewell to the gieen earth, its mDcTs and 

hiUs, 
Its blight foamiiig oceans and rippHng riHSb 
This wild sea ebhe never, and demon lioats howl. 
As billows roll high on ihe hy poc rite 's sodL 

'* Farewell to salvation! it woos me no moie. 
Fierce thimderB around me etenialhr nar. 
Great God ! I hare cheated mj sonl of her home. 
The Fhaiisees* hope is a wreck in the sUmn. 

" They are come ! they aro cnne ! lost derib dnv 

near, 
My heart like a ooward*s is qfuaking with fear : 
Damnation's fall cop from the wrath <rf my 
Comes on like a river of cmses and woes. 



i 
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'* Aroand me ! around me ! hell rana to the war ! 
And lightnings flash down on the flame-riven scar 
And the deep farrows worn with anguish and fears 
Are channels for thousands and millions of tears. 

" Wail out the dark dirge of the hypocrite's doom, 
Howl it in curses *midst eternity's gloom ; 
And hear me away on the wrath-laden sea, 
Where hell hums the hottest, that flame is for me.** 



The canting hypocrite now acts his port. 
With truth enthron*d within his hroken heart ; 
Speechless he stood, whea justice on her throne, 
Pronounced the doom of joys for ever gone. 
Speechless no more, that hurning tongue must prove 
In hell the constancy of heaven's love. 
He meets in woe the souls he led astray. 
When gospel-glory held her gracious day : 
These tell him of the past, when deadly light 
Lur*d wayward sinners to this cursed night 
The samts of God were cheated by his skill. 
When songs were sung on Zion's holy hill : 
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But now the patiid soul from thtt white grave, 
Is moaning piteous on thehrimstone \vave ; 
The tattef *d rags of life's long aniious care, 
Are burning now in flames of dark despair. 
See ! see !' another spirit hastes along, 
And wild confusion mingles wrdi his song. — 



THE DBUNEABD*S DESPAIR. 



" Drink ! drink ! drink ! give me drink ! 
Don't let me tany to think ! 
Gome on, come on, and drench me well, 
With drink from th' deepest still in hell : 
Mix it with fire intensely to bum. 
The hotter th* better my reason to turn ; 
Distil it in wrath for months and years. 
Steep it in woe from the drunkard's tears. 
Dash down the caldron on quenchless fire, 
Blow up the flames in terrible ire ; 
Strike me down in the floods of woe. 
Deep, deep, away where drunkards go : 



\ 
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bring me this spirit and poor it in, 
Drown with damnation the spirit of sin : 
Drink ! foaming drink ! bring me drink ! 
Anything sooner than let me think. 

1 have done such things as never were told 
When the fiery spirit made me bold ; 

I starved the widow when her child was dying, 
Danc*d on the grave where my mother was lying, 
Shed in the fiiry of revel and fight, 
The blood that brings horror in endless night : 
I have drunk tbe health of the damu'd in hell, 
When devils were weaving this horrid spell ; 
Then pray*d for damnation on eyes and head, 
And slept in the bed mth the ghastly dead ; 
I drove forth my wife to the winter's cold, 
When her infeint was less than one week old ; 
I have sung lew'd songs in my frenzy wild. 
On the coffin-lid of my murder'd child ! 
I rode on the horse with galloping death, 
And blasphemed the Lord with my dying breath ! 
Salvation drew near when my eyes were dim, 
With Jesii's last offer of life from Him ! 
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I diain*d the last cap, and O^liow shall I tell 
Of my 8oiil*8 dismal journey thnmgh tears to Hell ! 
Haste away for my drink ! Do let me drink ! 
I care not for pain, but I cannot think. 
If there be no fire from brandy or gin. 
Gather up burning brimstone, and cast it in. 
Don't let me think of the days gone by. 
When my life was young and hope rose high. 
Don*t' let me think of a mother*s love 
( She loves me stOl in her home above) ! 
Drive away conscience with thunder iuid flame ! 
Let storms of perdition blast out iny name ! 
Tear away memory's fearful control ! 
From its tell-tale home in the depths of the soul ! 
Climl) up to heaven and blot out my deeds, 
And cover my soul with sorrowful weeds I 
Destroy my companions — from now let us part : 
To meet them is hell to the woes of my heart. 
bury me deep in this burning sea ! 
Let never a word be spoken of me. 
Drink ! Drink ! take my body and soul for drink ! 
Bum me, and blast me, but don't let me think ! 

D 
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Alas ! for my sod I am pleading in vain : 

Eternity lives in the pang9 of my pain : 

The red brand bums deep in my throbbing Imtow, 

And heirs darkest woe is my portion now. 

They are come ! they are come! damnation's dread 

woes 
Are rashing in yells from the lips of my foes. 
Higher and higher the billows roll on ! 
Loader and loader the dark waters moan ! 
Hotter and hotter the fierce flames arise I 
Faster and faster gash tears from my eyes ! 
Hark ! hark ! how the terrible thanders roll ! 
Red lightnings flash to the wail of my soul ! 
Farewell to hope ! lost reason returns ! 
Fierce devils shoat as tlie drunkard bums ! 
Lost ! lost ! is the dirge wherever we go. 
What a frightful hell is a drunkard's woe ! " 

Thus drunkards meet to part again no more, 
Where anguish lifts its everlasting roar ! 
Terrific meeting this, for these to share 
Sin*s dread eternity of torment there I 
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The jollj nights they spent on earth, now tell 
That pleasure paves the high road into hell : 
Old friends once loved are now the cruel foes : 
The wrath despised, now rains its endless woes : 
The sins of youth light up the fun*ral pile, 
And hell is guiltless of a drunkard's smilQ. 
The hlotched old soakers from the tavern har 
Meet here to hatUe in eternal war. 
The worn-out villain from the ale-house den 
Conies here, lamenting with his fellow men. 
The rich old tippler slips away, to come 
From dozy slumhers to the drunkard's home. 
The filthy harlot, from her drunken sleep 
Wakes up in hell, wit^ millions more to weep. 
The idle vagahonds irom drinking hells. 
Now join the chorus of discordant yells : 
And hollow laughter ends its noisy breath 
Where moaning horror lives in endless death. 
Great God ! how terrible for man to be 
For ever doom'd with this foul company ! 
Alas for sin ! another mournful sight 
Casts deeper shadows on the gloom of night : — 
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THE LAMENT OF THE VTBGINS. 

t 

'* The dark night is come, and the trumpet's loud 
blast 

Strikes home to the soul with its knell : 
The far^ht morning of life like a dream is past, 
And the bodies of men are marching at last 

From their grayes to judgment and hell. 

'* The light of our lamp is extinguished in woe : 

Salvation will never return ! 
Farewell to dear hope! with the crowds we 

must go. 
Where waves of damnation eternally flow, 

Cast out with the branches to bum. 

** The soul in her agony counting the cost, 
Has wrinkled the wrath-smitten brow ; 
And the heart in its woe has ended its boast : 
sisters, lament ! for the wails of the lost 
Is the music around us now. 
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*' lit the morning of life, with the sportihg fawn 

We danced and we sang on the lea ; 
And we gathered sweet flowers on the sloping lawn : 
Now dark is the night, and no he^utiful dawn 
Shall light up this deep moaning sea. 

** Hark ! hark ! to the tread where the demon host 
goes ! 
Lament, for fiends summon us there! 
They ride on fleet whirlwinds with curses and 

woes. 
And pour in their fuiy on quivering foes. 
Dark vials of dreary despair. 

"With drunkards and liars they rush to the fight, 

And hell is convulsed with the war : 
They drag us away to the terrors of night : 
With souls who are yelling in dismal affiright, 
We mingle bur moans from afar. 

*' sisters, lament ! for our fedr virgin £Gune 
Is hlasted in gloomy dismay : 
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Reproach, like a canker, has smittien our 

name: 
The tempestB of imtth on the billows of flame 
Are drifting ns deeper awajr. 

** sisters, lament ! for the storm-fiends come on : 

Hark! faarkl to their terrible roar ! 
Our former companions before the white throne 
Are happy,— but we from life's glory are gone : 
We parted, — ^to meet them no more." 



My heart is faU of pain, and sorrow's tear 
Rolls forth unbidden by the Tirgin's bier. 
That those so kind, so beautiful, and good, 
Should know in youth the soul's lone widowhood. 
Betroth'd to Christ by ev'ry pain he bore. 
They proinis'd to be his for evermore. 
Their morning shone, like sun-light on the sea, 
When life's young hope went on in company : 
Their lamps well trimmed with oO gave cheerful 

light. 
When mercy's day drew near to gloomy night : 
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They fell asleep ! — ^their lights ^ere left to burn, 
Till midnight thunders woke iheip up to mourn ! 
The cry was heard, ** Behold the Bridegroom nigh 
Is come to lead his ransom'd hosts on high !" 
The trumpet*8 blast brings forth the sleeping dead, 
And wrath falls down upon the naked head. 
The lights are gone, whilst storms of grim dismay 
Come raging on, as hope flees fast away. 
The bond is broken from the heart's fond tie. 
And widowed virgins droop their head to die :-^ 
To die the death of hope, of hearen, of bte, 
The death of all that lives in songs above ! 
How sad, how terrible is this wild woe-^ 
This anguish for the lost who meet below ! 
And now they wander in the dreaiy land, 
Where fond affection never grasps the hand ! 
Farewell to this dark scene ! May we employ 
The wakeful night to win the morning's joy ! 

The heart grows weary with the endless wail. 
Where lonesome misery unfolds her tale ; 
The hand would gladly drop the inky pen» 
If love were not in quest of dying men. 



40 



Worp hope hangs out her little burning star, 
And urges on the jaded thought to war, 
Expecting still to strike the callous heart 
Before in death we sigh fieurewell, and part ; 
That heirs sad woes, in simple verse exposed, 
May wake the sinner ere his doom is closed. 
G od ! what ironies, what crowding fears 
Attend where misery weeps lonely tears ! 
But fiercer torments in the cup are cast. 
When COMPANIES in hell shall meet at last. 

The Infidel is there ! He weeps to see 
The proofs around of dread eternity ! 
The spell of unbelief is broken now. 
And dark remorse sits burning on his brow : 
His teeth are gnashing with infernal pain, 
And loud wails call for cooling drink in yain : 
His books, wich every shade of falsehood crammed. 
Appear before him with the souls he damned. 
He studied hard, beside the midnight oil. 
And now he reaps the issue of his toil ! 
The souls who read the fatal gilded lie. 
In fierce upbraidings lift their voices high. 
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They tell him of the past, when wisdom woo*d 
The wayward heart, in mercy oft reprov'd ; 
Of life's gay mom, when simple hearts sorvey'd 
The innocence of youth so soon hetray*d ; 
Of peerless truth, received with saving trust ; 
Oi Bibles loyed, now rotting in the dust ; 
Of sin*s dark shadows, when the scorpion brood 
Of dismal doubts around the spirit stood ; 
Of woes terrific in the hour of death, 
When gasping unbelief resigned her breath ; 
Of this wild hell, the doom of sceptic pride, 
Where £aming curses evermore abide. 
Onward they rush, like tigers on the prey. 
And drag the wretch to deeper woes away. 
They gather fire firom the hissing flood, 
And cast upon his soul the price of blood. 
With burning pangs his eyes unclose to see. 
That sin's last woe is hell's dread company. 

Close hj this scene, where horrid tempests roar. 
Come weeping bands from pleasant nights of yore. 
The gay Seducer trembles to behold 
The souls he damn'd with wine, and lust, and gold. 
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They take him where the moaning billows roll, 

And cast reproach upon his wretched soul* 

In flowery innocence they once were seen, 

In youth's fond pastime tripping on the green : 

Virtue, in all her glory seated high. 

Bloomed in the cheek and sparkled in the eye : 

The wily tempter sought with tows and sighs 

To win the love which dooms the villain's prize : 

The victims yielded to the fatal snare. 

And sunny hope was lost in storms of care* 

Despair came on, and sin with demon art. 

Threw its last spell around the bursting heart. 

The rose and lily from the face then fled, 

And worn cheeks withered *midst the tears they shed. 

Unus'd to grapple with the fiends of crime. 

Their slender fingers cut the cords of time ; 

And sin made suicides in anguish go 

To bide his coming in the depths of woe. 

Around him now they crowd like devils wild, 

And show the blood from every murder'd child I 

With frightful screams they curse the path once trod, 

When life's gay pleasure led them down from Ood. 



Tbey lay him down on beds of liquid fire, 
And taunt him with the lust of lost desire : 
They clasp him in the arms of wasted life, 
And drift away to deeper sceues of striTe. 
Their Hps, all parch 'd and abrivell'd to the boi 
Are presa'd to hia, now hard aa burning stone. 
They howl the requiem of the bouI'b long dead 
As lightniDgs scathe the horror-stricken breatl: 
Kevenga for all the past, and hell to come, 
Shakes her rod dagger to the burniny dome : 
Eight through the Leart iu liamiiig wrs 

And adds new torments to hia boaom woea 1 
The doom'd wretch yella, amid eternal pains. 
And bites in madnosa at hia burning chaina. 
O how he weeps, with keenest anguish torn, 
And curses oft the day when he was bom 1 
Accura'd conipaniouship, for him to hear. 
Completes the circle of the soul'a deapoir. 
Swindlers and Thievea meet here, when lit 
throw 
Hurls dying TillainB to infenial woe I 
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From bimgry ram, in her cheerless cell. 

The pale jowog speDdthriits take a leap to 

hell! 
From race-coarse blasphemies, avd polished lies. 
The titled sportsman leaves his debts, and dies ! 
From single games of chance, for pots of ale. 
The starred-oat player travels down to waii ! 
Fix)m brotbel-hells, where paiated last decoys, 
The bleared old gambler comes from woefal 

joys ! 
From nights of drunkenness, when hope is past. 
The bettirig debaachee is damned at last ! 
From mixing poison for a rival friend. 
They come, where agonies shall never end ! 
From every den where desperate sinners bide. 
They come, like wrecks upon a shoreless tide ! 
0, what a meeting this ! with corses loud 
The ruined wretches mingle with the crowd ! 
The winking eye now trembles in its tears. 
And cheatiag fraud sits moaning cut its fears. 
The hand that grasp*d the bribe to swear the lie. 
Is lifted up in wailing torment high. 
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The voice that cheer'd when dear-bought stakes were 

won, 
Now utters wails in endless death undone. 
The feet, which spurred to death the willing steed, 
Are burning now, for everj cruel deed. 
Now all is lost ! — ^the gold, the lust, the wine. 
The gaDant steed, and beauty^s welcomed shrine ! 
The beds of down where idle rakes reposed, 
And honid haunts where felon eyes were 

closed ! 
Now comes the day, when from sin*s weaxy toils 
They meet in hell to part the gathered spoils. 
wretched treasury from mercies giy*n, 
When bursting wrath in howling tempest driv'n 
Sweeps down the gains of time : in hell they fall. 
Where souls are lost — the dearest loss of all ! 
Damnation mounts its wild and fiery car, 
And midst this host lets slip the " dogs of war :" 
With gnashing teeth and flashing eyes they yell. 
And rush to battle in the flames of hell : 
As devils fierce the madden'd foes engage. 
And fight in furious, unforgiving rage : 



-^ 
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Gnrsas and woes roll on like ocean vavea, 
And yanquished cowards sink to burning graves. 
To them the deepest woe in lost eternity 
Is this long doom of weeping company. 

Here Misers meet, with visage lean and pale, 
To yell shrill thunders in their frantic wail. 
The thin and scatter'd hair around each head 
Stands up in terror with a coward's dread : — 
Those heads droop down in anguish sore to mourn, 
And listening ears are doomed at last to bum : 
The worn eyes, starting in terrific pain, 
Weep tears of anguish for the past in vain : 
The nostrils labour in the blast of woe. 
As patient wrath lets out its floods to flow : 
The mouth falls open *neath the curse of law. 
And toothless gums are melting in the jaw : 
The throbbing neck within the shriyeird skin 
Breathes flaming fire around the burning chin : 
The back and bosom meet in worn decay 
(Starvation ate the middle parts away) : 
The withered hands hang trembling by the side, 
And grasp in agony the brimstone tide : 
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The weaiy luogi call out for drink, to slay 
The deathlese worm new feeding on its prey ; 
And ghastly limbe tnamp deep in this darii sea. 
In hopeless tmrels through eternity. 
The gold they left on time's forsaken shore, 
la melted now wfaare qnenchless fires roar. 
Devils come on with torment for lifo s sin. 
And hold their heads to poor the liquid in ; 
They start and yell, O horrihle to see 
The woe-atmck wretches stmg^ing to be free ! 
Alas, how Tain ! the blighted souls are lost, 
With all the gold their dear damnation cost 
The Murderer is thoe, lAiate demon art 
Destnyy*d afEsetioa from his dastard heart 
The hand so skilled in mixing poisons h^e, 
Now lifts the enp smriiafg*d with ragiog fetac : 
The blood he abed speaks out in t^ror now. 
And bnrns Its bnnd npoa die wrinkled brow : 
He hears the dying cone fehears^d again. 
And meets alive die man whom he has datn^ 
From evVy mad where eot'thfoat wieldies 
Fiom dave-Uood rumiiig in its hdl of 



■ 
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From pirate ships, — ^from sea-fights basely won, — 

From dreary paths where desperate work was done, — 

From royal palaces where daggers wore 

The tinted purple of their reeking gore, — 

From savage lands where tawny murderers prowl, — 

From man-hunts where the horrid blood-hounds 

howl, — 
From battle-fields where cursing heroes fell, — 
From harlot-homes where heartless sinners dwell, — 
From dungeon gloom where guilty robbers die, — 
From drunken dens where cursing drunkards lie, — 
From pistols, poisons, water, hemp, and steel, — 
They come at last, where iron hearts must feel. 
From scaffold beams where trembling villains 

swung, — 
From prison-graves where felon dust was flung, — 
Here meet in hell the Cains of eveiy age, 
Bemorse and vengeance glut their utmost rage. 
In multitudes they come from every shore. 
To drink the cup of woe long mix'd before. 
Blood ! blood ! is written on the vengeful rod, 
Which bums deep scars upon the foes of God. 
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Its voice, like thunder, cries for justice still, 
And wrath wakes up its woes in those who kill. 
The worm gnaws on : — ^no balmy blessed rest 
Shall ever calm the sinner*s troubled breast. 
The bursting heart wails forth terrific fears, 
Where sin consumes in never ending tears ; 
And dreadful horrors crowd upon the sight. 
In this companionship of cheerless night. 
Here Sabbath-bre&kers come, when time's dark 

deeds 
Yield the rank harvest of accursed seeds. 
The doom of law for sinning rebels made, 
Now gathers round them in the gloomy shade. 
God's blessed day, (the best of foretastes given, 
To whet our relish for the joys of heaven,) 
Despised and lost, with aU its saving love. 
Its dear-bought emblems of the rest above ; 
Its songs of Zion in the house of prayer, 
When ransomed hosts drew near to worship there : — 
Its trumpet warnings from the watchman's voice. 
When • weeping mourners felt their hearts 

rejoice : — 
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Its spirit falling like the gentle dew, 

In all its pristme vigour to renew : — 

Its lifted cross witih wisdom's voice to guide 

The storm-tossed traveller to the Saviour's side : — 

Its sunshine resting on the close of life, 

When tired spirits sing farewell to strife : — 

Its mercy lost ! ah, never to return, 

For doomed despisers meet in hell to hum ! 

Companions once, on Sahhath days to roam. 

And hunt for pleasure in her flow'ry home ; 

When soft embraces in the shady bower 

Heaped up sad woes for this tremendous hour ! 

Companions once, on summer seas to sail; 

But now, for evermore, they meet to wail ! 

Companions still, but not in homes of peace, 

The torn heart seeks but never finds release 1 

In bitterness they tell of Sabbath days, 

When wisdom woo'd them to her happy ways ; 

When sainted friendship in her tears stood nigh, 

And wept to win them to her joys on high ; 

When slighted goodness crossed their downward path, 

And offered shelter from the storms of wrath. 



1 



51 



Alas ! life's race 10 ran, and aU is lost, 
Where bowling scoffers end their sneering boast 
Remorse and yengeanoe rend the bursting heart : 
Companions now, they meet no more to part. 
With dismal yells they coxBe time's wasted breath, 
When mirth went smiling to eternal death, 
And broken Sabbaths, honoured in their doom. 
Unfurl troth's banner o'er the scoffiBrs tomb. 

Tyrants and Despots, from the groans and blood . 
Of murder'd millions perish in the flood — 
The flood of wrath, where roaring tempests meet 
Mail'd warriors crooofaing at the conqueror's feet : 
The bearded vassal from the chieftain's door, 
(Who stabb'd his enemies and starv'd his poor,) 
Confront him now, with curses fierce, to tell 
That gold, nor rank, can give command in hell. 
Time's purple thrones the mighty dead resign. 
And bend submissivo where the mightier reign. 
The bow is broken, and the rusty sword 
Sots in the scabbard like its haughty lord ; 
And souls unused from boasting foes to fly, 
In hell's dread doom for hopeless mercy cry. 
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The mitred majesty of priestly power 
Falls down defeated in the final hour. 
It sat in judgment, when the company 
Of hleeding saints gave life for liberty : 
With bolts, and bars, and iron boots to kill, 
It baffled devils with infernal skill : 
With cramps and screws to bind eternal thought, 
This blight of mind through dreary lifetime sought 
^ow it is damn'd, with those who weep to see 
Beyond the gulf that happy souls are free. 
The slave-fiend comes from life's long story told. 
Where men, like beasts, are never bought or sold. 
He sees, or thinks he sees, the dark skin torn, 
With human eyes all fixed in horrid scorn : 
He hears the wild yell of the murder'd race, 
Who meet the trembling villain face to face : 
He feels the red lash of the scorpion^s sting, 
To everlasting on its vengeful wing : 
The yoke of bondage in the soul's unrest, 
Sits now for ever on the slaver's breast : 
And dismal torments through eternal years 
Pay back to freedom all her pains and tears. 
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The little despots from their Tillage thrones, 

Bring down long debts with dreary waOs and groans. 

The honest poor were trampled in the dust, 

When heaven, forsooth, was bribed with cant and crust 

Alas ! the heaven that pompous pride thought won, 

Is lost for ever, and the soul undone. 

The companies of hell crowd near them there 

To give intensity to black despair ; 

And starved old sinners, who oft wished them dead, 

Twine wreaths of fire around the aching head. 

Freedom gives endless life to deathless mind. 

When Satan's tyranny is cast behind. 

Freedom shall live eternal in the skies. 

When tyrants die the death that never dies. 

Here meet the snarling ofispring of Discord, 
Hell's busy slaves when warring with the Lord. 
In loathsome solitudes these cowards met. 
To weave dark mischief in their subtil net : 
With dastard meanness wretched schemes were laid, 
Where wrinkled envy taught her cursed trade : 
With words of oil the smiling villains spoke. 
Surcharged with gall the slimy bubbles broke ; 
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And seeds of enmity, like nmk weeds, sprang 
Fioin every moyement of the slanderer's tongue : 
In peaceful families thej came to part 
Love's dear affection from the trusting heart : 
Those homes of joy hecame abodes of strife, 
When poison seared the summer leaves of life ! 
Gloomy and dense, the gathering shades of night 
Shut fading glory from the aching sight. 
The hoary head of venerable age 
Sank in the grave beneath their cruel rage ; 
And fierce contentions with domestic foes 
Prepared frail victims for eternal woes. 
Discord dispersed the cheerful ealms of peace. 
And gave fierce passion sin*s uncurbed release ; 
Unloosed foul tongues ta clash in constant jars. 
And sent men cursing to remorseless wars ; 
Drenched battle-fields with floods of reeking gore; 
Made sea-fights wash with blood the wondering shore ; 
Tossed fire and death amid the yelling ranks, 
And gave the warrior's soul to hell for thanks ; 
Dug gloomy graves where shattered corpses sleep^ 
And broke kne heairts where dymg widows weep ; 
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Sent harlot orphans to the gallows-tree, 
Thus ending sin's wild war for liberty. 
The church of God, assailed with jealous hate, 
Met foul disaster where the spoilers wait : 
Tbej came in tears to beg for refuge there, 
When sin-storms thunder'd in the murky air. 
With arms extended, Zion bade them come 
In cheerful welcomes to her peaceful home. 
The traitor knaves, awhile in earnest mood, 
Bow*d round her altars with the great and good ; 
Till evil eyes and evil hearts were seen 
Where coward hatred points her dagger keen. 
The evil seed lies scattered on the way, 
Where pilgrims travel to the realms of day : 
Its deadly fruit divides life's dearest friends. 
Nor time nor death its fatal influence ends. 
Till wasting war the wand'ring sheep has driven, 
Where hell with burning eyes looks up to heaven. 
Now comes the hour when bitter foes must meet, 
Where floods of wrath their dreary coming greet ; 
Where long-sought anarchy shall shout to tell 
The damn'd of discord in the fights of hell 1 



( 
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Where sheep-clad wolves in flames, all fleeced and 

bare, 
Howl to the thunders of eternal care. 
The blackest doom within deep hell shall be 

The quenchless torments of this company. 

* 

Farewell I farewell ! companionship so drear, 
Where terror rides upon the wings of fear. 
Few deeper agonies can hell display, 
When judgment drives the shivering hosts away. 
sleeper, rise ! behold the setting sun ! 
Awake ! awake ! before your day is done. 
A dimness gathers round the aching sight, 
And settles slowly in a momless night ! 
Escape away, before the tempest harms, 
And flee for shelter to the Saviour*s arms ! 

Duration next, where storm-clouds burst and 
fall, 
Sums up in hell the final curse of all ! 
The weeping widow by her dying boy, 
Hopes still to meet him in enduring joy. 
The saint, convulsed with woe, will aye confess. 
When one pain ends it leaves the number less. 
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So the wrecked mariner,^ amid the roar 

Of dismal tempests, hopes to gain the shore. 

The ills of time run to a certain close, 

When death winds up the last of earthly woes. 

But when the trumpet bids the dead arise, 

And flaming fire melts the shrivell'd skies ; — 

When stars and suns like withered leaves shall fade, 

And hell brings forth the weapons sin has made ; — 

When books are open'd at the final bar, 

And conscience rises in her wrath to war ; — 

When the just Judge pronounces in his ire, 

" Depart, ye cursed, to eternal fire ! " 

When all is lost, and all to come must be 

The souVs dread portion to eternity : — 

*Tis then that agony puts on her might. 

And thunder bellows to the hounds of night 

*Tis then that havoc marches from its den, 

To bum damnation in the hearts of men. 

Long, long duration measures out the pains, 

Amid the clank of everlasting chains. 

Eternal darkness shuts the eyes of hope ! 

Eternal wrath, vdiere woe-struck sinneis grope ! 
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Eternal fire, where jelling fiends attend ! 
Eternal tears, where tears shall never end ! 
Eternal conscience lifting np her groan ! 
Eternal justice seated on her throne ! 
Eternal company to part no more ! 
Eternal war, where hell-storms reek and roar ! 
Eternal thought, in memoiy^s hrain to hum ! 
Eternal devils, pity*s plaint to spurn ! 
Eternal taunts on wailing tongues shall he 
The doom of helFs accursed company ! 
Great God ! *tis all eternal where souls go. 
Who die heneath thy frown to live in woe ! 
When ages numerous as the drops of dew 
Are past and gone, no end appears in view ! 
When millions more have rolPd in millions on, 
That end is distant as when first hegun ! 
Farewell to hope ! she comes no more to cheer. 
Despair lives on, and terror howls to fear. 
Damnation weds the soul : temfic tie ! 
XJnutterahle doom, no more to die ! 
Eternity winds up the suhstance of the whole. 
And crowns with agony the perished soul. 
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The tnunpet*8 long and dismal blast is o*er. 
Awhile the watchman rests on Zion s tower. 
With gentle harp he sings a hiqp]^^ lay, 
And warUes welcome to the dawning day. 
His soul takes no delight in morbid gloom. 
And finds no pleasure in the wail of doom : 
God knows his heart, and sees his purpose this, — 
To guide lone wanderers to the port of bliss. 
We are not lo6t» who hear the warning Toioe, 
And he who Ures may make a happy choice. 
If one poor sinner wakes to weep and flee. 
That good repays the anxious toil to me. 
Kind reader, let os torn fitom wailing strife. 
And Tiew the ^ones of the light of life. 
With earnest step and broken hearts retnm 
To him who sates idien borden'd spirits mount ; 
And sing when dreaij storms are lniah*d and pest, 
SalvatiiMi's iriuw|iit by our grates at last. 

Gome hero ! beinld the seene on Gahaiy's bill. 
Where justice bares its f^'niig nmcrd to kiD ! 
The Victim slowly mndws to the death. 
See ! hdl and henran watdi with maflkd bnatk 
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His shoulder bears the sin-accursed cross, 

And God<-made-man, for us, counts all things loss. 

They lay that cross upon the trembling ground. 

Whilst bitter enemies stand scowling round ; 

They stretch his limbs upon the stubborn wood, 

And drive the nails, midst groans and sweat of blood. 

They strike the lance within his panting side, 

And hail death's omen in their hellish pride. 

Deserted in that hour of dreadful woe. 

By all in heav*n above and earth below, 

Alone he dares the crowding hosts of hell : 

As roaring earthquakes echo back their yell ! 

Alone he meets the burning wrath of God, 

Where holy justice wields the vengeful rod ! 

Alone he takes the cup of mortal woes. 

And drinks it for a world of raging foes ! 

Behold, " Tis finished!" the Messiah cries: 

He bows his head and like a conqueror dies. 

The legal curse falls down in worn decay, 

And gospel glory shines with golden ray. 

0, what a scene ! Man's mighty work is done ! 

God's love has given his Eternal Son ! 
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In that dread hour the sun drew back bis light, 

And moum'd in sackcloth at the matchless sight. 

The tears of nature in her grief were shed, 

And trembling graves disgorged their wondering dead. 

The vail was rent where Jewish pride had been, 

And mercy to the Gentiles shone between. 

Angels beheld, and bore the tidings high 

With hallelujahs to the joyful sky. 

The rocks were riven, and their bursting roar 

Shook the dark billows on the Jordan's shore. 

Devils affrighted in their terror ran 

To hide in hell, and howl with rained man. 

O reader ! shall the rocks, and sun, and sky. 

Be mov*d, whilst we unmov'd are passing by ? 

O base ingratitude ! from dying love 

To turn away, and spurn dear joys above. 

Be sham'd from sin ! wake up, and swiftly flee 

To mercy's door that opens wide for thee. 

Behold again ! the night of death is gone ! 

The Prince of Life comes forth to claim his throne. 

Gonqu'ring he comes from that lone boasting grave, 

And shows the tokens of his power to save. 
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With boming words he speaks to anxious souls 

In glorious welcomes when the world scowls. 

His joyful followers forget their care. 

And eing adieu to bosom sorrows there. 

From fjGivor*d Bethany he soars away. 

With angel armies to eternal day. 

Behold him now, our Advocate, to show 

The lights and shadows of the pil^m's woe. 

He knows our fnune, and through the streaming 

blood 
The way is open to the peace of God. 
The vilest wretch that ever shed a tear, 
Is welcome to the fbontaiu gushing here. 
Header t are you the child of tender age ? 
flee for shelter from the tempter's rage. 
If you seek Jesus in the mom of youth. 
Eternal mercy gives its bond of truth. 
That you shall find the long, long- promised 

rest, 
Where love sits smiling on the Saviour's breast 
Are yon the strong, with fine and manly form. 
Who wait with daring for the bursting storm ? 
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Be wam'd in time, before your strength depart, 
And death runs howling through your stricken heart. 
Liay down yonr weapons at the conqueror*s word, 
And bow to triumph in your mighty Lord. 
Behold the cross, where joyful angels greet 
The weeping sinner at the Saviour^ feet 
Are you the frail old man about to die, 
Unpardoned still, with crowding sorrows nigh P 
Cheer up, old friend ! with tears to Christ return, 
And with your life let hope's sweet pleasure burn. 
Never despair, but earnestly contend 
For faith, whose triumphs time nor death can end. 
Your sins may rise enormous up to heaven. 
But mercy cries, "They may be all forgiven." 
Are you the withered branch from Zion*s vine ? 
The worn backslider's dismal portion thine ? 
Tom o£f, twice dead, awaking up to weep 
From months and years of soul-destroying sleep ? 
E'en you may come, where gushing waters rise, 
And boundless goodness woos you to the skies. 
Cheer up, and come, before eternal wrath 
Hurls dark destruction on yonr dreaxy path. 



64 

Come, all the world ! and kiss the offered hand 
Which hids yon welcome to the hotter land. 
Tis not all Hell ! I see resplendent light, 
From heaven s gloiy bursting on my sight. 
The long-expected harvestrdaj is come, 
And joyful reapers bear the ripe fruit home. 
Chariots of salvation throng the road 
From crowded graveyards to the throne of God. 
The. steeds are lightnings, where the flame path runs. 
Like sheets of gloiy from a million suns. 
Their nostrils thunder as they sweep along 
With multitudes who sing the conqueror's song. 
Onward they rush, by angel-horsemen driven. 
With hallelujahs through the gates of heaven. 
I see them landing on the peaceful shore. 
With bodies glorified, to die no more. 
Old friends meet there, in fiEunilies to dwell. 
Where harps of gold shall never breathe fieirewell ! 
From ev'ry land where anguished hearts are torn, 
I see them come to gloiy*s endless mom. 
They sang defiance to the shout of foes. 
And now they rest in beautiful repose. 
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Disease nor death no more will mar their joy ; 
Btemal triumph moams no base aUoy. 
They wave the palm of battles fought and won. 
For all the toil of human strife is done. 
Their robes are white, like sheets of virgin snow 
The blood of Jesus washed away their woe. 
The crowns look splendid on the Tictors* brow. 
And angel-spirits wait upon them now. 
Sweet music warbles by the waters wide. 
And glorious breezes kiss the rippling tide. 
Eternal goodness fills each peaceful breast. 
And glory settles in her endless xesL 
With angel-hostB the tearless pilgrims meet. 
And bow in ecstacies at Jesu s feeL 
His loTC is satisfied at last to see 
The souls he saT d in joyful liberty. 

Farewell, kind reader ! we must part at lasL 
O may we meet in peace when life is past ! 
Farewell, finil wanderer on the dreary way. 
Where sin and hell their helpless wtims slay ! 
Farewell, lost companies in endless ^oom! 
The watchman wam*d you of your coming doom. 

p 
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Farewell, dark shades I to jon a long &rewell I 
I sing defiance to the troops of hell. 
Welcome, bright hope ! my soul's dear steady star. 
When moaning blasts announce the tug of war. 
Welcome, blest Jesus, to my trusting heart ! 
Bind me to thee, and never let Us part 
Welcome, companions on the gladsome road. 
Where pilgrim spirits travel home to God ! 
Welcome, kind angels ! lead me to the shore 
Where we shall sing and part again no more ! 
Welcome, bright glories, in the pleasant land 
Where friend with friend shall grasp dear friendship's 

hand! 
Welcome, mj Father ! take my toil and me, 
And give me welcome to etebnitt I 



END or THE POEM. 
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t^tt^ammmama 



MY MOTHER'S DEATH. 



rin memory ot Isabella, myaffiBotlonate Mother, who enttred 
into rest on the 2ind of Jane^ 1850, In the 69th year of her age. 
After Journeying IN miles, I fonnd her near deatk, " Mother,*' I 
said, ** are yon happy in Christ ?" With a faint smile, she replied, 
"I am a great sinner, trusting in a great Saviour." Tonng men 
who read thii, be kind to your mothers f when yon stand by their 
dying beds, ycm will wish it then. Peace to the dust of her I monm. 
She only sleeps I We shall meet again.] 



The silver sunlight of departing day 

Had left ns watching hj the dying bed 

Of her, whose sixty summers gone and past 

Gave warning of the Bonl*s grand victoiy* 

I heard her whisper of a Sayioor s lore, — 

Of mercy for the gnilt of perish'd years, — 

Of trost in him, who oonquer'd death and hell, — 

Till with her hand enclosed in mine, — shb J>na>, 



Died, did I tay ? Ah, no ! she only de^. 
Until the tron^ blast shall bid her rise . 
Best, monld'ring dost, nniil the dMwmng 
Shall nshnr in ondoooi'd etemitj ! 
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Few griefs are keener in the shades of death 
Than heart-strings breaking when a mother dies. 
Ev'n then, there is a precious hope to bless 
The wounded spirit in its anguished woe. 

Death and the grave may triumph for a while. 
Corruption revel in our helpless dust 1 
But Zion's king will spoil the boaster's power. 
When trembling graves give back their robbery. 
Like him who rose from Joseph's lonely tomby 
So shall his foHowera come forth at tost i 
Thus her I mourn sleeps on in blessed hope, 
Till angels wake her to eternal life- 
Farewell, my mother ! till we meet c^ain, 
Where severed hearta shall sigh in grief no more ; 
Where mighty joy«» in everlasting song 
Shall be the ransom'd soul's long melody. 
Mine be the task to win the glitt'ring prize, 
And travel earnestly the road ta heayen. 
Then saving mercy, in the final hour^ 
Will bear me, sainted mother, home to ihee ! 
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MY SISTERS CALL. 



V* My Sftvfonr ealls me ! I can uj no more.** The last wercU 
of my Sifter, Jankt Tblpbb, who died in Scotland, November S8, 
1856, aged 49 yean.] 



" Mt Saviour calls ma !*' See, the happy land 
Looms in its gloiy on mj failing sight : 

Sweet mnsio warhles from the angel hand 
Who wait to bear me to the shores of light : 

A few more strokes upon the stormy sea, 

Then I shall rest in blest eternity. 

" My Saviour calls me " from the world away, 
Where sorrow mingles with the pilgrim's lot: 

Bright hope looks upward to an endless day, 
Where life's long weariness is all forgot : 

A few more throbbings of this panting heart, 

Then welcome joys, where friends shall never part. 

" My Saviour calls me !" O how sweet to hear 
His loving voice in this tremendous hour ! 
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It charms the terror of foreboding fear. 

And nerves the spirit with almighty power, 
like wither*d leaves, so Ml my quailing foes, 
And heaven opens with its sweet repose. 

" My Saviour calls me !" Hush I speak softly now, 
And let not sorrow for my dying weep. 

The breath of angels round my aching brow 
Shuts down my eyelids in untroubled sleep. 

The dews of death midst gloom so dark and drear, 

Fall like the pity of a mother^s tear. 

" My Saviour calls me ! I can say no more," 
For life*s spent agony departs at last. 

Kesplendent gloiy from the heavenly shore 
Shines bright, as death's worn wave runs 
moaning past. 

Come on, my mother, and the friends I love. 

And bear me shouting to my home above I 
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"I*M NO FEAR'D TO GANG." 



[Tliese were almost the last words of my Father, William 
Tex^feb, who died on the 6th of April, 1856, in the 85th year of his 
age. He was a deToted Christian for more than sixty years before 
his death. On Sabbath days, alone, he trarelled on foot, across the 
mountains in the Lowlands of Sootlaad» upwards of 36,000 miles, to 
hear the Gospel preached. Unaccnstom^ to sickness, he felt the 
&w months of his mortal illness to be a cross : hence, on one 
occasion, when near his end, he exclaimed, " I'm weary, weary, but 
there remaineth a rest for me, and Pm no fear'd to gang throngh.'' 
May my last end be like his ! ] 



"I'm no fear'd to gang," through tempests dreary,. 
Though loud winds roar, and my limbs are weary; 
For Jacob's God is my portion now. 
And angels tell, as they wipe my brow, 
" There remaineth a rest for me." 

'* I*m no fear'd to gang," where death blasts howling. 
Sweep through the darkness, so grimly scowling. 
The worst is come, and my Saviour near 
Whispers these words in my anxious ear, 
" There remaineth a rest for me." 
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"I'm no fear'd to gang." To me is given 
A passport on through the gates of heaven. 
The long-lost power of my sins is gone, 
And meroy sings on her holj throne, 
" There remaineth a rest for me." 

** Vm no fear*d to gang." This hosom rattle 
Is the dying dirge of mortal hattle. 
My eyelids close on trial and pain, 
As harpers strike up the joyful strain, 
** There remaineth a rest for me." 

" I'm no fear'd to gang," for tears of sorrow 
Shall hring no gloom on the dawning morrow. 
The night is ending, and rising day 
Comes as the shadows flee fast away. 
" There remaineth a rest for me." 

" I'm no fear'd to gang." My soul ascending, 
Beholds the clouds in the valley rending. 
Leave me to slumher in peaceful rest. 
Where the promise points to Jesu's breast: — 
"There remaineth a rest for me.' 



It 
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*' I*m no fear*d to gang.*" Resplendent glory 
Shines on the close of this mortal stoiy. 
My four-score years like a dream are past, 
And the welcome word is heard at last, 
" There remaineth a rest for me.** 



THE DYING SA^INT'S FAREWELL. 



[The following Tenes were written in a season of deep trial. 
Beader! when 70a die, may this song be yoan! ] 



Habk ! from yonder shining sky 
Gomes a sweet angelic cry; 
Tis a welcome ere I die ! 

My weeping friends. Farewell ! 
Soon my peaceful soul shall go. 
Far away from tears and woe ; 
Where no fierce, remorseless foe 

Can keep me from my Lord. 
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Death is drawing near to slay, 
But bis sting is cast away ; 
Hope looks up to endless day. 

And God is all in all. 
Strong in him, whose power to save 
Triumphs o*er the boasting grave, 
Jordan's dark and dismal wave 

He parts to let me through. 

Fare you well! unloose my wings! 
Let me go where priests and kings 
Sing the song that Moses sings, 

Before the glittering throne. 
See ! from yonder plams of light, 
Angels rush with rapid flight 1 
O ! it is a splendid sight I 

They come to take me home. 

Fare you well ! the race is run, 
Battle fought, and victoiy won ! 
Mortal toils and cares are done. 
Adieu ! adieu ! adieu ! 
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Thus the Christian warrior dies ; 
Spreads his wings, and mounts the skies. 
We, like him, may win the prize, 
And wear the victor s crown. 



FAREWELL TO THE DEAD. 



[TheM venes are in memory of Mr. Johh Hov, merchant, 
late of Bideibrd, North Devon, my esteemed Father-in-law, who 
died, after enduring great suffering, on the a7th of May, 1856, aged 
63. For upwards of 40 years he was a devoted member of the Wes- 
leyan Methodist Society. During the most of that time he held 
some of the leading offices in the church. His name will be long 
remembered as an earnest firiend to Sunday Scho(^, and a helper of 
the poor.] 



Sleep on, departed friend! worn pilgrims must 
have rest ; 
As when the warrior from his toils and woes 
Lays down in peace, nor fears his raging foes ; 
Or like the mariner, when storms are past. 
He gives the white sails to the bending mast, 
And steers for home, where trouble heaves no 
aching breast. 
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Sleep on ! thy mental agony is finish'd now: 
The gushing tears have run the fountain dry, 
And gentle peace has closed the weary eye : 
The dismal nights of agoniaang pain 
Are past, and never will return again: 

Eternal triumph sits upon thy massive hrow. 

Sleep on ! thy dark forebodings 'midst the tempest's 
roar 
Are buried deep within the silent grave, 
And now the victor's palm is thine to wave : 
The gloomy shadows of the past are gone, 
And light shines glorious round the dazzling throne, 

Where fadeless flowers adorn the everlasting shore. 

Sleep on ! how good it must be, after all thy fears, 
To rest secure within that joyful home» 
Wh^e not a grief nor care shall ever come. 
To raise that throbbing brow in quiet peace. 
And give that panting heart its sought release. 

Brings sweet d^verance from life's sad moans and 
tears. 
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Sleep od! liif ^bildieii lore tiiee stiEL Aks ! fir Aow 
Wb stffl ae ifirtMfc faai a fiiAo^s GodL 

£ a AeK aqr ton tB His wbose 

And Sz:i deEmznce finnn. sm.'^i frtwrigl 




Sleep oa 1 Iho oold damps gather in thj nanow bed, 
Jiist like the seed time in the moni of ^riiig, J 

When midnight dews their fertile fiitnees bring. 
The aommer a faiit, and antomn^s jeUow store, 
Portnj the coming up to Canaan a ahoro 

Of pilgrim spirits mbea their emel fcea hare fled. 

Sleep on ! I noold not hceak thj slumber fi>r a 

voild. 

Or call thee bai^ to dn dark vale of voe» 

i "Wbeve sin*s vile breath tainta all we taste bdow : 

ThoBs draadfid MiffaSiipi for erer past» 

j Thine is the trinmph of the cieas at last, 

t For Bveet love cmvna thee with her ^'•■■'^* aQ 
I ^^, 

afivi'd. 
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Sleep on ! thy footprints on the path of life to heav'n 
Are not forsaken by all loved so dear, 
For some are joyful in a Saviour's fear : 
Their blooming hope looks far above thy grave, 
Where palms of glory in the sun-light wave : 

They come to meet thee when the welcome word is 
giv'n. 

Sleep on ! thy faithful partner waits the coming mom 
When widow's weeds for aye are cast away, 
And death shall wed her to thy sleeping clay. 
Full many an hour she watched thy swimming 

eye, 
And breathed her prayers to the listening sky, 
That mercy's balm might heal thy spirit bent and 
torn. 

Sleep on ! the tempter's hour is past ! he dares not go 
Where thou art resting in the light of life. 
No wails of woe, nor noisy tongues of strife 
Come there, where friends shall meet no more to 
part, 
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With deathless joy, like well-springs in the heart, 
For ever rising in its pure celestial flow. 

Sleep on! until the trumpet^s welcome blast shall 
sound, 
And bid the sleepers from the tombs arise 
^ To meet Jehovah in the flaming skies. 
Then thou shalt wake from long refreshing sleep, 
And hail dear friends, no more to part and weep. 
But sing, whilst blest eternity shall circle round. 



"AND THERE SHALL BE NO NIGHT 
THERE."— JB«?. xxii. 5. 



" No night there," said a warrior bold, 
As he fought his way to heaven. 

Now he rests in the land of peace, 
Where the fadeless crown is given. 
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" No night there," sighed the orphan child, 
By the grave of her sleeping mother. 

The light of joy is round her now, 

And she sings with those who love her. 

" No night there,*' said the tempted soul. 
Midst the waves of moaning sorrow. 

The Mighty heard that anguished ciy, 
And on came the glorious morrow. 

" No night there,*' cried the friendless poor. 
In the night of want so dreary. 

The heggar live^ in plenty now. 

Where the pilgrims rest when weary. 

'* No night there,** the lone runner said. 

As he ran for life and glory. 
The race is done : the prize is won : — 

Hark ! he sings the victor's story. 

** No night there,** sang the dying saint. 
As he plunged in death*s dark river. 
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He fought the wayes in gallant style 
To the lightsome land for ever. 



PITY THE POOR 

[Uses written on seeing a poor old man begging in a snow storm.] 

Pmr the poor ! be kind to that old man ! 
Before he came» sad tears his cheeks overran, 

Cold cold as freezing rain ! 
The wintry tempest drives the drifting snow, 
And round his grey hair hang large flakes of woe : 

His bent limbs ache with pain. 

Don't shake your head, and turn him from the 

door: 
Once he was young, although now old and poor ! 

Give him a little bread. 
And a kind look te cheer him ere he dies ; 
For a strange light gleams in those hollow eyes. 

To warn him from the dead. 
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"Send him to the workhouse?" for God's sake 

spore! 
Send dronken vagabonds to perish there ! 

That old man's blood is pure ! 
Grime never bum'd its brand on that high brow ; 
And though he starves, his heart is honest now, 

And his soul's hope is sure. 

Pity the poor ! ah, yes ! if you could come, 
And see the miseiy of that old man's home 

Its woes would make you weep : 
His wife, dear joy, and children all are gone ! 
To-night he will sit weeping all alone. 

Then moan in famine's sleep. 

He is thy brother ! don't start ! it is true. 
God asketh, " Where is his dear love in you,'* 

If you keep mercies sent : 
Turn not away, for you must go at last. 
Where gold and silver's charms are all gone 
past. 

To pay back treasure lent 
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Pity the poor ! widows and orphans too 
Ask jou in tears this godlike work to do : 

They pine in wasting want. 
Pray with them when you go, and kindly give 
Something on which a hungry child can live : 

Not pray, then feed with cant 

Pity the poor ! for God hath pitied thee ! 

And Jesus saith, " Who feeds them feedeth me : " 

Then thou shalt rest in peace. 
High duty done is like a loosened load : 
And mercy given hy a gracious God 

Will hring thee sweet release. 



THE FATHER'S PRAYER FOR HIS 
FIRST-BORN SON. 



God of my fathers 1 hless my child ! The cold 
World heedeth not life's infant care ; but, like 
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The blast on fire, tarns bad to Ynme, until 
Its victims pass through death to hell ! No arm 
Can save but thine. O blessr my darling child ! 

When sin*s first woe rolls forth in tears and cries, 
Let angel lullabies disperse the gloom, 
And from his little quaking heart take off 
The load : then smiling innocence will shine 
Like golden sunlight on the virgin rose. 

When fierce disease, unmindful of his youth 
And tender bones, comes on with savage rack 
To cramp and slay : 0, then, my God ! be nigh 
To ward the murderer off, before the 
Smitten flower lies withered on the ground. 



The pleasant memories of youthful years 
Eetum with him ; and yet my heart is sad 
To think how helpless is the help of man ! 
God, I give him up to Thee, for time 
And for the cycles of eternity. 



^ 
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Father ! within that deathless soul, do thou 
Fix reason on her throne, where manly sense 
Shall turn the haknce quiY*ring on the heam : 
So future years shall hring rich gifts unto 
Thy footstool, well perfum*d with CaW'iy's hlood. 

In early life oonvert him to thyself ! 
liOt thy sweet witness of a Father's love 
Repose within : that when sad douht would mar 
His peace, this inner voice may whisper to 
His tremhling heart the watchword, *' All is welL** 

Baptize him for the dead who sleep in sin, 
like Sinai*s thunder let his Toice alarm ; 
And when long sleepers, starting from their sleep, 
Ciy out, "What must we do?" O make him wise 
With gospel welcomes, luring souls to peace. 

I ask not fame tot him, for it will die ! 
Nor gold, nor lands, for these will mingle witfa^ 
The wreck of time, idien ships lie stranded on 
The homing rocks : hot giye him work, the fruit 
Of whidi shall last tfaroof^ioot eternal years. 
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When my grey hairs are floatmg in the breeze 

Of death, (the breeze that wafts ns home !) — ^may he, 

Yet spared, close down my weary eyes, and give 

Affection's tribute to a father's dust. 

And still the woe within his mother's breast. 

And when that mother leaves her house of clay. 
And angels bring her to my place of rest ; 
May we behold, from glory's ramparts high, 
His sacred toil to win lost souls to thee, 
That we may sing when these return to life. 

Forgive me. Father, if my anxious heart 
Asks aught amiss : thy wisdom cannot err. 
" Thy will be done !" let earth and hell submit 
To thy great power : but, O ! in mercy save 
The precious spirit of my first-bom son. 

! spare him ! till a well-spent life shall bring 
His tptt'ring footsteps to the silent grave : 
In that dark night, when deep floods rage and roar, 
bring him home ! and we, when storms are laid. 
Will give the endless glory all to Thee. 



^ 
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SINNER, TURN AND FLEE. 



▲ REYIYAIr HTinr. 



to 



or 



tothe iM old Air of «* Seoli 
O^eelon to tmot or tUt das gcMnUr fa)peC thai 
have a Dirfne origiBaL The Devil Bercr 
1 he graaasoT the dying, aad the vaib of the ImC, 
meU^boek of hdL That ImmI men hare pcsTcitcd the 
iatheMeoTanBe, isaMd trath: batthiiifao 
wbjr «« ihoald rgcet it, thaa the reteMl to rfag 

al 
iathefcrclrxordebaiidu The 
aBMXif the feci oTiwice, to 
nth, aadfVhea washed, Cztheatftr ever vhcK God 
atvsfi hare bacB.] 



Dtdig fliDDer, tnni md flee ! 
O be wise ! — tbj daMiga see ! 
Death is orertakiiig thee, 

Andbdl is dose bdmkL 
BoundkflB mencr tnits to shov 
Weefing ^es their hshn for 
Wifiiij otKitB WMj lurii and ^ 

To rat In Jesa's lore. 
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By the scenes on Canaan's shore, 
Where the ransomed sin no more ! 
By the curse that Jesus here, 

sinner, turn and flee! 
By sad tears, and groans, and sighs! 
By the death that never dies ! 
By those deep eternal cries! 

We pray you to return. 

Flee to yonder purple tide 
flowing from the Saviour's side ; 
There from storms your spirit hide 

In peace for evermore. 
Flee ! for time is ehbing fast : 
Tour day of hope runs rushing past : 
This may be your best and last : 

sinner, turn and flee ! 

See! they come! and weeping fall 
Down where grace is free for all ! 
Faith lays hold on mercy's call. 
And angels shout for joy. 



r 
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Xj0t OS Qpwiidf ouwsid nm. 
Far tnok tttn md Rowing son ; 
Thae, vlien life s kst vmil k done. 
We meet to part oo moie. 



THE YOUXG CONVEBTS SONG 

OP JOY. 



kSvM 



tfrntf^wSi 



C<HfB, let w ong ! Eternal love 
Has wmk*i. oar aios awaj ; 

^nie dieaij n^ht of we^mg past. 
Departs villi dammig di^. 



Tbe ^bdaoaie aongi of ai^eb tell, 

TlMt flnaom*d souls an 6ee ; 
Daik hell, defeated, fled avaj, 

toaie. 



Ov lieafta vene mo, nit 
Togelfcer «e diafl go. 



fritk 



JOf 
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Where glory crowns our endless life, 
And tears will never flow. 

The Christian race will soon be o*er, 
The ghtt'ring prize be giv*n ; 

And Mthful pilgrims enter rest, 
Within the port of heay*n. 

The wailing storms that hurry past, 

Shall waft us swiftly on ; 
Till we shall meet our friends above. 

And shout before the throne. 

Our happy souls with strong desire 
From Egypt*s land return ; 

And by the cross rejoice to know 
That here we cease to mourn. 

A Father's voice in death's dread hour 
Will hush the noise of hell : 

Triumphant faith in that dark night 
Proclaims that ** All is well." 
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Farewell, my comradee I one in heart. 
All bound for Canaan's shore ; 

A few more partmgs, then we meet 
To sigh " Good night,** no more. 



THE PILGRIM'S HYMN. 

[The plalntiTe Air, " Te Banke and Btms,'* is raitable toe the 

Ibllowfaig renes.} 

Companions, come, who journey home, 
Where flowers bloom fair on Canaan's shore ; 
Let care depart, and cheer your heart. 
For soon the toils of life are o'er. 
The dreary past is gone at last, 
We travel on the upward way ; 
Right glad we go, where weeping woe 
Displays no gloom in endless day. 

The wars of life bring constant strife. 
And pilgrim bands must haste along ! 
From sin to fly, and scale the sky. 
To join yon bright angelic throng. 
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The waves that roll around the soul, 
Are bounded bj a mighty hand : 
And He who gave His life to save, 
Will bring us to the happy land. 

The weary way, the fleeting day, 
Conveys us to the goal of peace : 
The sooner done, the prize is won, 
Where glory gives the soul release. 
We part on earth, to meet where death 
Disturbs no more our blest repose : 
God*s high behest, our joyful rest 
From all the cruel rage of foes. 

When cowards fly, let us be nigh 
Our Saviour, midst the battle's roar ; 
His arm of might will win the fight, 
And bring us shouting to the shore. 
Till then, farewell ! through death and hell 
By faith we shall triumphant go : 
Here we must part, but there the heart 
Love's parting pang shall never know. 



n 
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THE SINNERS DEATH. 

OxB drauy, dismal, storai j iii^t» 
Wlien lightnings flnh^d with f^aiy light. 
And thimden fioce, with bonid loftr, 
I Shook the locfcs on die quldng shore : 

Amj in flfaadofrs* daik and dreer, 
Wlme terror calls to oovaid fear ; 
And stoim fiends meet, in wntk to jeD 
The soul s dirge in the moodi of hdl: — 
A sinner Isr, in angoish torn, 
Gnranig the day that saw him bom! 
Scndhf lie toQ'd nith gasping l»eaih. 
To flee anar from mi^tf death. 
De^air sat on his throbbing brow. 
For God s hand lested on him now ! 
Bj the bed, wbere die wdm kj , 
A man of God kndt down to prajr : 
He wrestled hard frr hesr n to spare 
The ^^ing wietdi fiem blai^ de^nr. 
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The heavens were brass ! no answer came 

To snatch the brand from burning flame. 

" God won't hear you," the sinner cried ; 

" My soul is lost ! my God defied ! 

Now, alas ! there is nought for me 

But hell, in lost eternity ! 

Stay ! stay ! and tremble, who hears ! 

Through a mother's prayers and tears ! 

Through a father's counsel and cry. 

Till broken hearts lay down to die I 

Through God's love, which had almost won ! 

Through the blood of his dying Son ! 

Through the Spirit, that strove to save 

Me from the loathsome gaping grave ! 

Through sabbaths, sermons, here at last ! 

My course to hell is almost past ! 

Through them all, in terror T stand. 

Where billows roll on sinking sand ! 

Here I am, on the frightful shore. 

Where joys come back to me no more ! 
God is just ! and I must go 
Down to feed the flames of woe ! 
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Damn'd in time ! Lost ! lost ! 
Dbmal doom ! Lost 1 lost ! *' 



Dying sinner, look at the blood ! 

Jesus is 

<* The blood ! No ! no ! it bums like fire ! 
Floods of wrath come heaping it higher I 
The deepest pang mj soul can feel 
Is mercy's sword of bumish'd steel, 
Sheath'd to the hilt in my lost soul. 
how the waves of torment roll ! 
The gates of hell are open'd wide ! 
Devils run on the reeking tide ! 
They come to take my soul away ! 
See ! see ! hell's lurid lightnings play ! 
The vials burst with teeming woe ! 
Bed flames curl round me as I go ! 
Away ! away ! Fare you well ! 
My last bed is deep in hell ! 

My soul, hell ! is lost ! 

Fire !" fire ! Lost ! lost ! 
For ever lost ! " 

H 
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And then a deep and horrid groan 
Told his spirit was fled and gone ! 
The restless limbs at last lay still, 
For life had clos'd her flowing rill. 
The ^es were fix'd with ghastly stare ; 
The mouth yet spoke in dumb despair : 
The fiirrows grooved in skin and bone, 
Reveal'd where that lost soul was gone. 
Then God*s servant hasted away 
From that sad scene, in sore dismay. 
The winds blew, and the tempest tost, 
And went away howling, " Lost I lost ! " 



PITY THE MINER. 



[The foUoTvlng Terses were written in reference to the Coid 
Ifiners of Kingswood, whose moral and physical condition demands 
the pity of every Christian. Ignwance, the result of their life's toil 
from early youth to old age, is departing before the educational move- 
ments of the day. When once there is a union between the kindness 
of theh: hearts and an intelligent adherence to the faith and practice 
of the Gospel, thcta shall a new page open in the histoiy of the far- 
famed Kingswood Colliers.] 



Pbay for the miner ! He has need of pity 
Amid the shadows of his labour home : 



1 
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The cheerful fires hoth in town and citj, 

Throogh his hard honj hands have all to come. 
Pray oft for him ! that at death's dread hehest. 
His weaiy limbs may find eternal rest 

Pray for the miner ! His is dreary toiling, 

Where hell fiends watch in darkness for his 
life: 

Fonl damps, and sickness, all his efforts foiling, 
May scatter on his path the seeds of strife : 

Perchance fierce famine in his cheerless cot. 

Adds hungry torment to his mortal lot. 

Pray for the miner ! Think how tyrants measure 
The sweat drops oozing from his throbbing brow : 

The wages less, leave more accursed treasure, 
And doom him starving, as you see him now : 

His wife in tears and rags looks on to see 

The half-fed children climbing on his knee. 



Pray for the miner ! His poor soul neglected. 
Sleeps in its grave of rottenness and sin. 
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Think not his Maker has his plea rejected, 

For boundless mercy waits to take him in : 
Angels will gire him welcome from his God, 
When wisdom wins him from the downward road. 

Pray for the miner ! Tears of burning sorrow 
Will vanish when the Saviour comes to save ; 

And joy, fresh tuned, will sing a glorious morrow, 
When summer dews fall gently on his grave : 

The Eesurrection's mom shall bid him rise 

With sinless vigour to the welcome skies. 

Pray for the miner ! Tell the pleasing stoiy. 
How Wesley sought them for his loving Lord. 

From Eingswood, multitudes have gone to glory. 
Who bowed submissive to the saving word. 

Then let us pray, until the shadows filee. 

And we are happy in eternity. 
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THE GOOD OLD SHIP OF WESLEY. 



[The foUowing veniM were written after hearing a miserable attempt, 
in the form of a Lecture, to exhibit Conference Methodiim as a blighted 
thing, forsaken of Gk>d and despised hy man. That Lecture, with some of 
its low volgarisms left out, has since been jnMished. Its nnjost personal 
attacks upon me are perfectlf harmless. Its nnpardonable ignorance 
of the hititory of the Scottish Corenanters, who are dragged down from 
the martyr's throne to shake hands with fly-sheet slanderers, is amaz- 
ing. Its wretched bitterness against the men who ha^e the manliness 
to retom home to the Zion of their early loye, defeats its own purpose, 
and will only induce the more to come. Its one-eyed interpretation of 
Scripture is an inanlt to Apostolic wisdom ; and its frothy denouncement 
of reviving Methodism is unworthy of an answer. As an illustration of 
this Local Agitator's high-somiding declamation, we read in page 24, (in 
reference to Conference Methodism,) that ** it is in direct antagonism to aU 
the most influential agents of modem society; to aU the material and 
commercial powers of erSghtened peoples i to aU the mental accumula- 
turns of centuries ; to all science , poetry^ and philosophy ; and con- 
seqitenUp, of a necessity as unbending as the unalterable laws of nature^ 
it must gradually decline and perish its a system." The best reply to 
this empty explosion is the history of Methodism for the last one hundred 
years. As for the future, where are the tokens of her decUne ?— Unless 6,000 
increase of Members, 18,000 on trials 22,000 increase of Children in her 
Sehools,S,000increase ofSnnday School Teachers, 60 young Ministers offered 
upon her altar to preach Christ, this year of 1 857 ,be the proofs of diminished 
power. Surely, the erection of a college to train her day-school teachers, at a 
cost of j^40,0()0 ; paying off Chapel debts at the rate of j^60,000 a year ; giving 
ba<ik to the God of Missions j^l 19,000 in every twelve months ;— these are 
not the "Laws" of her decline. If any thing on earth be a proof of Heaven's 
smile, then, without boasting, may she affirm with the dying Wesley, 
'* The best of all is, God is with us ;" for 400,000 loyal children praise 
Him for her life. Look on the other side : the New Ship of Refimn has 
sprung a leak, and frdls like wreck upon the wave. The delegate Confer- 
ence has not a raft to stand npon : hence a few weeks ago they met, with 
the Grandfather of the Fly-sheets in the chair, on board another Ship which 
has not added one yard of canvass for 22 years. In proof of this utter 
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confusion, we learn from the British Standard Newspaper that in <he 
Meeting at Rochdale to which I hare referred, out of 140 Reform Ministers , 
oaly 32 consented to the union with the Warremte Church ; and from some 
127 Circuits, only 19 consented to amalgamate. And this small minority, 
with the least of all former factions, is what we see announced as the 
" United Methodist Free Churches** If this he unity, it is the unity of weak- 
ness ! If tius be freedom, it is the freedom of division and death. If these 
are the **■ United Churches** where shall the other 108 Circuits, with 108 
preachers of tiie late Reform Unity ^ find a name ? Sorely there is a voice in 
this, warning sincere Christians to flee from the disabled dbip, lest tiiey 
perish in her doom. May the ednking mariners find shelter in the good old 
Church of their Fathers ! God knows my heart : I should rejoice to meet 
them in revivalsbelow ; and, when life's wars are past, iu the sweet haven of 
the 8oul*s repose. E. A. T.] 



The gallant Old Ship, amidst billows and foam, 
Sails on in her glory with souls to their home : 
The mutineers fought to destroy her at sea, 
But she bravely maintained her right to be free. 

The war-cry from Pirates, expecting a prize. 
Was, " Cut down her colors, and stop her supplies !" 
But her stores are increasing a thousand fold. 
Her streamers are gilded with sanctified gold. 

Her battered sides shook, in the tempest's loud roar, 
When faint hearts forsook her far off from the shore ; 
But the Old Ship pursues her course on the main. 
And floods of salvation fall on her again. 
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Her mde sails unforl to the breezes that blow, 
And waft her away from the whirlpools of woe : 
The Bible, her chart-book, proclaims from afar 
Her song-Dotes for peace, and her thunder for war. 

Her helmsman is Jesus, who scatters her foes, 
And tames the wild waters to peaceful repose : 
His deeds are the triumphs, when battles are won, 
To last when the race of the boaster is run. 

Twas wrong for eomplainer$ in secret to hide, 
When foul tongues grew pale in the poison of pride ; 
But now they have fled from the shades of their den. 
And reason calms down the fierce passions of men. 

The thousands on thousands decoyed to the fight, 
Behold now the dawning of heavenly light ; 
And whilst for the past some sit sadly and mourn. 
The Old Ship with welcomes invites their return. 



Invites their return to the blessings of peace, 
Where broken hearts, seeking, are finding release ; 
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No more in the war-shout to scatter and slay, 
But live for the joys of a glorious day. 

sing to Jehovah, who flew to her aid, 
When weak hearts in tumults were sorely afraid ; 
His be the gloiy, who hath spoken the word. 
Which brings back the trophies of peace to the Lord. 

God bless that Old Ship ! Hark ! the angels reply 
From the fleet light'ning's pathway home to the sky. 
Alleluia ! shout, with a mighty Amen ! 
Alleluia ! Zion is blooming again. 



PEACE IN THE STORM. 



On life's wild sea a lonely exile sailed : 
Fierce tempests tossed the billows in their wrath. 
And fiends yell'd back to eveiy blast that blew ! 
The creaking timbers of his tiny bark 
Quivered in the gale. Darkness, like Egypt's 
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Night, sat pn his soul. Temptation s foretasto 
Of a deeper hell let loose its thunders 
On his helmless head. Thoughts of the past on 
Memory's wing drew near. A mother's life of 
Love, her hed of death, and silent grave. His 
Father buried too. The friends of youth all 
Scattered like the chaff. How lonely ! nought left 
But self and sin, save pelting storms, and heU*s 
Reeking host, who come with foul intent to 
Wreck him, if they can. The lightnings flash, and 
Roaring billows cast up their hissing foam * 
In sleepless rage. Despair comes on, and hope 
Sinks down to die. Now is the time for sin's 
Last act ! Devils hold back their breath to watch 
Him plunge to hell. Just then is mercy's hour ! 
Swift to the rescue runs the light of faith. 
And bids him look upon another scene 
That he may live. How oft we see, that jian's 
Extremity is God's own time to save. 

He looks above, when, Lo ! the silv'iy moon 
Shines glorious on the Galilean 
Sea. The placid ripple of the sleeping 
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Waves, hums gentle music to the hoatman*s 

Oar. See there ! a little vessel outs her 

Silent way. Her half-fill'd sails wave sportive 

In the breeze. The crew, — twelve fishermen, from 

That lone shore, now under training for a 

Mighty work, — ^to fish for men, where foul floods 

Sweep them to the depths of hell. Their Master 

Sails in the same ship : He loves, and never 

Leaves his own. Behold Him there ! His manhood 

Sinks beneath his toil, — ^for he was always 

Toiling. How calm he sleeps ! No passion cloud 

Could dim with dreams his spotless soul. His hands 

Are folded on his peaceful breast, as when 

A warrior rests, before he wakes to do 

Or die. How smooth his brow ! No mariner 

In that ship's company had ever seen 

A wrinkle there. 



The scene is changed ! Sullen 
Meanings from the deep blue sea give warning 
Of a storm. The loud winds rush furious from 
Their hidden caves, and howl destruction to 
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The trembliDg bark. Around the bending masts 
Storm-fiends whistle the funeral dirge of 
That ship's crew. The sails are riven in the 
Frantic gale. The wild sea boils and hisses 
In its wrath. The towering billows part with 
Deep gulfs between, like death jaws gaping in 
Eternal graves. Along the crested ridge 
Of those wild waves, the roar of thunder rolls 
Like groans from hell. Upon that sea of death 
The lab'ring ship is drifting like a leaf : — 
One moment quivering on the watery hills, — 
The next descending to the deeps unknown. 
The mariners, half dead with fear, hear death 
In ev*ry sound. Around, above, below, 
Is nought but death ! At their wit's-end they know 
Not what to do. One hope, and only one. 
Is left. How strange ! but so it is, by land 
Or sea, man never comes to God till all 
His props are gone. The Prince of Life sleeps on : 
The storm wail cannot mar his rest ! To him 
They run, and with the anguish of despair 
They cry, " Lord, save as, or we perish," That 
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Cry was heard ; for broken hearts ne'er prayed in 
Vain. The King of kings stood up, and said, " Fear 
Not, ye of little faith ! no storm can 
Sink a ship that carries me." Then to the 
Bellowing storm God spake, and said, ** Peace ! be 
Still ! '* The winds were hush'd ! the fretted sea grew 
Calm ! Then were the mariners right glad, and 
Set themselves to work the vessel to the 
Shore. 

The exile saw how Jesus still*d the 
Storm ; and, desperate, threw himself upon his 

« 

Power to save ! Then peace was given 
To his weary breast. Devils fled back from 
Off the conquered field. The burden of his 
Sins was gone ! Then joyful Hallelujahs 
Gave birth to song. The refuge from the wind 
Was his. There rests his soul in certain hope 
Of endless life I He knows when storms are past. 
There waits a welcome to eternal peace. 

So shall we learn from this to trust in God. 
The gospel ship is on a troubled sea. 
Where storms surround her on the homeward course. 
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False l^ta upon the world's dark shore would lure 

Her on the rocks : but Qod is in her, and 

The hounds of hell will never see that ship 

A wrecL no ! when storms like these have lirawl'd 

Themselves to death, the good old ship will make 

The shore, and land her precious freight of soula. 

Then all the voyagers shall meet to tell 

Of splendid triumphs through unending years. 

Jesus 19 in the storm ! Faith grasps him there, 
And will not let him go. His deathless love 
Will never, never die ! Lift up jour hearts. 
Ye care-worn travHers to the happj land ! 
Fear not the tempest's r^e, nor hell's fierce hate. 
Nor sland'rous tongues, nor ought but sin. Lift up 
Your voice, and learn on earth the melodies 
Of heaven. Sing midst the battle's roar; the 
Arm of God will give you victory ! The 
Night of weeping will soon be past Behold, 
The morning breaketh ! The bng tliin douds of 
Human suffering die sway. Bejoice, 
The sinless shore looms on the eight, like hills 



i 
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Of silver floatiiig in a sea of gold ! 
Hail, happy day ! When shouting angels come, 
Like able reapers, to bear the ripe sheaves 
Home ! Sweet thought ! For ever home ! 



THE NORTHAM BURROWS, NORTH 

DEVON. 



[The above celebrated Burrows is a pebble ridge, about two 
miles in length and thirty feet high, thrown up (it is supposed) bj 
the action of the sea, at some remote period, by which about 1000 
acres of land have been saved from the sweep of the rising tide. This 
grand freak of nature is surrounded by a lovely coast] 



Full oft IVe stood on that rude pebble wall, 
Which flings defiance to the rushing tide : 

And there have listened to the ocean call. 

Where storm-fiends, howling, on the tempests ride. 



Few scenes on eardi are half so dear to me 
As those sublimely scattered on thy shore. 

Where nature sings her anthems bold and free, * 
On friird waves rippling in their restless roar. 



Ill 

Fit home for^eailors are those spots of light 
We see, like sun-gleams round Clovelly bay : 

Like sea-birds nestling in the rocks by night, 
And bravely toiling for their bread by day. 

Emblem of union, where those wild waves meet, 
Is that long ridge, majestic in its power ; 

The waters bow submissive at its feet. 
And roll back weaker ev*ry ebbing hour. 

Like that thin line of Highland-hearts and steel. 
When brave Sir Colin tamed the furious foe : 

Or like the shock that quailing tyrants feel, 

When justice calmly measures home her blow : — 

The blow of freedom for the bleeding slave. 

When chains are broken from the deathless mind: 

Then despot power with each receding wave 
Writes down its frailty on the sands behind. 



To me those Burrows speak an inner joy, 
A voice that whispers of the soul's release. 
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When life's worn mariners find blest employ 
Within the haven of unbroken peace. 

Peace to the warrior, when the battle's won ! 

Peace to the mourner, when her griefs are past ! 
Peace to the pilgrim, when his toils are done ! 

Sweet peace, to crown us when we meet at last ! 

Farewell, past scenes of many happy days, 
When gen'rous Devon won the exile's heart ! 

In time, e'en friends may travel diff 'rent ways : 
The race well run, we meet no more to part. 



Farewell, companions on the sea of life, 
Who sail with Jesus to the shores of light ! 

When roaring billows end this stormy strife. 
Unfading gloiy meets the ravish'd sight. 
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THE THINGS I WANT. 



Away from noise and jading jar, 
Where strife-tongued men wage ruthless war, 
Give me a garden neat and clean, 
Pathways fringed with the flow'ry green : 
There let heds of beautiful flowers 
Flourish beside the shady bowers. 
Spread the trees on the sloping walls : 
Strew with flowers where the ripe fruit falls : 
Train the vines roimd their home of glass, 
Where breezes fiaii them as they pass : 
Gather the plague of worms and weeds 
From kitchen roots and sprouting seeds : 
Cover choice beds with flow rets fair, 
Waving like rainbows in the air : 
Boses to breathe their sweet perfumes. 
Where love-plants wave their tinted plumes : 
There let the fountain's shower of dew 
Scatter life on the creeping blue. 
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EouDd the rocks where the waters rise, 
Plant the green wood that never dies : 
There, where song-birds tarry to sing. 
Let me live in the light of spring. 

Give me the range of wood and field, 
Where balmy breezes life-breath yield : 
Where the fleet lightnings from afar 
Flash like gleams from a dying star : 
Where momitaii^ tower to heaven away, 
And deep glens sing to welcome day : 
Where heather decks the shepherd's path, 
And wild winds howl in mighty wrath : 
Where the scar'd eagle, fleet and fast, 
Screams to the yell of ev'iy blast : 
Where murmuring rivers ever run 
Through winter's cold and summer's sun : 
Where moor larks skim the clouds and sing 
Sweeter than minstrels round a king : 
Soaring high on the sunbeam's breast, 
These joyful warblers need no rest. 
Till gath'ring night, in shadows deep. 
Has lured them home where worn winds sleep : 
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Where wild tiuw cs \pvw oa <^e ami hill, 
Wltboofi die poli^ii i gardener s '^kill : 
I>aspcaiig at * oppressive powers* 
Thef laiBtr " What tints are gar a^ oiirs ! " 
Chie ft}w r I love above them all ; 
It grows la freedom, &iir and tall : 
Down hT the dver s fertile side. 
It hernia ta kisa the rippling tide : — 
*^ Forget-me-not,'* my 6Lv*rite iJower, 
Fit he & bbiy s secret bower ; 
Its tint of blue. like vondsr skr, 
TeQs of a land where nonght can die ; 
Its dve sweet petsda speak, and sav, 
" Hope on, for hope will win the day ;" 
It eaJLi op mem'ry 9 hidden love 
Olfmada onee herev bat now above ; 
It tdla wliai Kfe s bri^t son m set. 
That we may die, bat not forget : — 
With this fiow'r by the shaggy wood. 
Leave me alone ia solitiide. 

Give me lodcs by the moarnfiil s^ 
Singing dirges eternally ! 
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Wailing the doom of sailors brave, 
Sleeping beneath the restless wave : 
Catching sighs from the mourner's breath, 
Bearing them to the gulfs of death : 
Rolling its waves through circling years, 
To meet the floods of mourner's tears : 
Casting foam on the dripping shore : 
Scaring hell with its mighty roar : 
Wafting ships from every clime : 
Fresh with life as the dawn of time : 
Holding the wires in deeps profound, 
Where light'nings ride on ocean ground, 
Bearing the words of warrior-kings, 

« 

Quickly as thought her brain bell rings, 
Beating the speed of angels far, 
Whose stages run from star to star : — 
By the shore of that wondVous sea, 
let me learn its melody ! 

Give me a study, fumish*d well, 
Where happy thoughts delight to dwell ; 
Good broad table, and easy chair. 
With painless head, unhurt by care ; 
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A place to kneel, and pow'r to pray 
The heart's deep \?oe8 like chaff away ; 
The grey goose quill, and useful hrains, 
Tuning my lyre to joyful strains ; 
Making sermons, or weaving lays, 
To win a soul, or warhle praise ; 
Books to tell of the hoary past ; 
Wise thoughts written with time to last; 
Books of solemn and awful truth, 
Comfort for age, warnings for youth ; 
Books of heaven, and hooks of hell ; 
Books of the things that angels tell ; 
Books that speak of the mighty dead ; 
Books that treasure what fools have said ; 
Books to hite, like hounds of night ; 
Books that glisten with glorious light ; 
Books on all suhjects fit to know, 
Written for weal or dismal woe : 
Bound and round on every side, 
Pile them up in their silent pride. 
Peace to their authors* mould'ring bones, 
Resting &r from the critic's groans. 
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Some grew fat on their lucre lore : 
Some were the lean-kine, starved and poor : 
Some were cloth'd in the cloth of gold, 
And some in rags were curs'd with cold : 
Some slept sound in the palace hall : 
Some, without beds, scarce slept at all : 
Some went down to the mines of thought, 
And wond'rous loads for us they brought : 
Their toil is ours, but reason reel'd, — 
The pistol's shot their doom has seal'd. 
Some met death amid mourner's tears, 
And some went mad with frightful fears. 
They are gone, but their books are ours, 
For ever nigh in pleasant hours. 
I love my books, but this I see, — 
The Bible-book is best for me. 

Give me' a friend with loving heart. 
Which nought on earth can spoil or part ; 
True in the day of dreaiy storms, 
When love its home of refuge forms ; 
Faithful to tell me of my faults, 
When human frailty bends and halts : 
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A friend who charms with honest smile. 
When loving words life's care beguile : 
A friend to help the starving poor, 
Who beg a morsel at my door : 
A friend to sing, when happy days 
Demand the soul's adoring praise : 
A friend to weep, when sorrow's sigh 
Heaves on the waves of trouble high : 
A friend to pray, in pain's dark hour. 
When death's lone shadows grimly lower :- 
Such is the friend in my loved home, 
Where demon-cares dare seldom come. 
Home 1 The sweetest of mortal words ! 
The dearest rest that earth affords! 
O ! let me live, lost souls to save, 
Till my grey head bows to the grave ! 
And then, my Father-God, bestow 
The heart's long rest from mortal woe ! 
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"HOW TERRIBLE TO DIE UNWEPT. 



n 



[This emphatie sentence is qnoted in reference to the death of 
the Emperor Nicholas, in Dr. Nolav's " History of the War against 
Bussia."] 



Behold the man, who hroke the Tials of 
Remorseless wars, and sent fierce warriors drench'd 
In blood to hell ! Whose smile or frown gave joy 
Or woe to sixty million souls 1 Who swore 
Upon his fathers' graves, that, ere the March 
Wind blew, the brave defenders of the right 
Would lie, like rotting wreck, on that bleak shore ! 
Who vow'd that, whilst a ** musket or a man 
Was left," he would make war on liberty ! 
Behold him now, all helpless in the throes 
Of death ! Marshals and generals dare not 
Kisk a battle for their king. Those whining 
Priests, who cursed his noble foes, are helpless 
Too. Amidst them all, whilst yet the nations 
Tremble at his name, — he die^ ! Well may the 
World cry, " How terrible" for him " to die 



n\ 



Unwept ! '' The news flew faster than the flash 

Of light Hearts crushed with woe threw off their Iqad ! 

The conquerors, weeping for their comrades 

Slain, wiped off the heroes tears, and sang for 

Joy ! The secret heart of that brave garrison 

Was glad, and sigh'd for peace ! Siberia's 

Lone exiles, midst eternal snows, for one 

Short moment felt no galling chain ! Poland 

And Hungary, around their martyr tombs, 

Beheld that God is just ! Widows lay down. 

And clasp'd the &therless to their worn hearts, 

And slept I Alas for sin ! whence all this joy 

When one poor mortal goes to meet his God ? 

Ambition's crimes reply from tears and blood ! 

The lust of power grew rampant in his soul : 

Onward in frantic rage he rush'd, until 

His cup was full ; and now, he drinks it in 

Eternity. But then, " to die unwept !" 

This fearful proof of universal scorn 

Was horrible ! The pampered slaves around 

His bier might weep. The lying priests, when death 

Consumed their god, shed bitter tears ; and yet 
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The true and manly sorrow of gen'rous 
Hearts, for mighty Nicholas was never 
Felt ! The fault was his. Hence flows the tearless 
Curse from smitten homes. It was not thus when 
British heroes feU ! For them ran floods of 
Tears ! Inspired eloquence poar*d forth their 
Praise ! Embalm*d in grateful hearts, the story 
Of their deeds will never die. Mothers, in 
After years, will teach their names to lisping 
Infants. Stem history akeady gives 
Her verdict for the brave : and liberty, 
Unstain*d with wrong, wiU be their monument 
Till time shall die. The purple billows of 
Destructive war were driven back. The God 
Of vengeance, through those British hearts of steel, 
Has spoken Peace. The thunders of the storm 
Are still : and hell s fierce hounds are kennelVd for 
Awhile. How sweet the quiet from the rude 
Alarms of Eussia's roar ! The victorv 
Is ours : its price, — the blood of thousands slain. 
Moaning winds go forth with grateful tribute 
From a nation's love, and waft it softly 
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To the famed Crimean shore. There, dew-drops 
Speak it to the sleeping bands, ^ho need long * 
Best, with Alma, Inkebman, and *Klaya 
Won. They sleep, but not unwept, for Britain 
Mourns them as her dearest sons. 

Detested 
War ! ambition's curse ! hell's foulest onslaught 
On a world's joy ! when wilt thou cease ? Take up 
Thy scabbard from the gory field, and sheath 
That reeking sword ! Wait yet awhile, and let 
The grass grow green upon the soldier's grave. 
Alas, we plead in vain ! The monster smells 
Fresh carrion on the stormy winds ! His 
Nostrils snuff destruction from afar. Hark ! 
The tramp of armies marching to the death 
Is heard. Revolt in India strikes the 
Fatal blow. High rank, nor beauty, will the 
Butchers spare. The mother, with her child clasp'd 
To her chaste bosom, sleeps with murder'd Brave. 
Cawnpore and Delhi hiss with reeking gore. 
The foulest page of human histoiy 
Is written there with tears and streaming blood. 
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Britain, disloyal to her Gocl, beholds 
Her punishment in this wild war. And yet 
My Lord of EUenborough could charge this 
Sepoy carnage on a Preached Cross^ while 
Titled statesmen cheer'd him on. Eternal 
God ! forgive my country's wrong for this base 
Lie ! Let Mogul despots utter all their 
Ilate. Their doom is seaVd ! Those potsherds dashed to 
Pieces in the mouth of hell, are only 
Babble in the conqueror's way, who comes 
To reign. The Saviour King must win. The word 
Is sure ; and bloody war must gather up 
Its feet and die. The solitudes shall then 
Be glad and deserts blossom like the rose. 
Ripe harvests there shall bend to sickles made 
From swords and spears. The foes of God sleep on 
Unwept ; and He, whose right it is, will take 
The Throne, as Kino of Kings, and Lord of 

LOBDS. 

Hail, Jesus ! hail ! And when the Kingdoms of 
The earth are Thine, in love remember me ! 
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BKITAIN'S CALL FROM INDIA. 

Rejoice ! for thy sons in their triumph have spoken ! 

The pride of the Mogul lies buried in gore : 
The arm of the traitor, uplifted, is broken, 

And rebel-hosts perish like wreck on the shore. 

The terrible combats for Delhi are ended : 

Brave Wilson's avengers the gauntlet have run : 

The domes of the Palace so fiercely defended. 
Resound to the war-shout that Britain has won. 

The wail of the blood from the city of slaughter. 
From Cawnpore's dark shambles was heard from afar ; 

And plum'd warriors thought of a wife or a daughter, 
When British wrath rode on the lightnings of war. 

The little ones slept in the arms of their mothers ; 

Uncoffin'd, unshrouded, together they lay ! 
Their dirge-song was sung by loved ones and brothers. 

When blood-fiends were smitten with mortal dismay. 
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*Twas this that gave Havelock his army of heroes, 
Baptized in the spirit from grief- trodden graves ; 

When wolves from the forest, the dark hosom'd Nenas 
Were spoil for the swords of our conquering Braves. 

The Highlanders marched to " The Campbells are 
coming," 
When Lucknow's red vengeance flash 'd down on 
their steel ; 
Sir Colin has led them where banners are floating, 
Enwreath'd with the glory of Lawrence and Neill. 

Peace ! peace to the heroes .where Nicholson 
slumbers ! 

Let Fame bow in sorrow to weep o'er the dead ! 
High triumph yet speaks with its echoing thunders. 

Where base-hearted Sepoys defeated have bled. 



Britain ! thy shame in dark Indian story. 
Is faithless allegiance to duty and God 1 

Arise ! and return from the dreams of thy glory, 
For wisdom now warns with the stroke of the rod. 
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The fallow ground heaves with the throes of its sorrow ! 

The ploughshare is war ! the seed time is near ! 
Now dark is the night, hut a glorious morrow 

Will silence the clash of the sword and the spear. 

Awake from thy slumher ! The groans of the dying 
From Brahmin's worn blopd-path cry loud unto thee. 

It is not enough that the slave-curse is flying, 
The soul of the Hindoo must also be free. 

The Shasters will bend, when the Cross is ascendant ! 

The death-wail of Juggernaut utters its groan ! 
The day-star of Jesus will shine out resplendent, 

When India bows at the foot of his throne. 

Put back thy keen sword to its home in the scabbard ! 

Go forth with the Bible in pity to save ! 
Make haste to the c«lls where the pale and the haggard 

Are sinking unpardbned to death and the grave ! 



tell them of Him who exalteth a nation. 
Till dumb idols fall at the life-spoken word ! 
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When the Hindoos rejoice in gospel salvation, 
Then China shall come at the call of the Lord. 

Britain ! Thy Queen is the hest and the dearest 
That ever yet wore thy rich jewell'd crown ! 

Let hers he the Sceptre to reign where thou hearest 
The loud voice of triumph from martial renown. 

Go ! wash off thy hlood in the sin-cleansing fountain, 
Where war's troubled clarion is heard not again ! 

This watch-word shall echo from valley to mountain, 
" India was saved in Victoria's reign !" 

• 
Hail ! Empress and Queen ! Victoria for ever ! 

Grand triumphs will bring her brave armies repose ! 

Fatherland ! arise from thy slumber, and never 

Prove false to thy Saviour, nor flee from thy foes ! 



finis. 



T. H. Fxngsllt, Printer, Casde Street, Bristol. 



1 



] 



^■•-- 



r 



